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Out  of  the  garden  intangible,  so  to  say,  of  his  thoughts, 
the  author  has  gathered  a few  flowers  of  his  own  cultivation, 
and  thus  they  come  into  existence  in  the  shape  of  these 
two  little  volumes. 

From  among  a myriad  flowers  he  has  taken  the  CROWN- 
IMPERIAL  for  the  title  of  his  book.  There  is  no  special 
reason  for  this  except  perhaps  that  he  loves  that  flower 
most.  But  he  deems  it  a strange  coincidence  that  the 
flower  has  no  fragrance  worthy  of  her  stately  magnificence 
even  as  the  writer’s  productions  under  this  beautiful  name 
lack  poetical  perfume. 

But  you  who  know  the  author  handling  a language  not 
his  own  will  kindly  overlook  the  innumerous  defects  of 
which  no  one  is  more  conscious  than  he  himself.  If  there 
had  been  any  poetical  perfume  and  savour  at  all  in  the 
original  thought,  no  doubt  they  have  evanished  in  the  process 
of  changing  and  shifting  the  words,  this  way  and  that,  a 
score  of  times,  as  he  kept  tripping  and  stumbling  over 
the  hedges  and  palings  and  stiles  of  English  Grammar. 
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URASHIMA 


The  truth  of  Nature  is  a part  of 
the  truth  of  God ; to  him  who  does 
not  search  it  out,  darkness,  as  it  is 
to  him  who  does,  infinity. 

.........  Ruskin. 

To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows 
can  give 

Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep 
for  tears. 


Wordsworth. 
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PRELUDE 

In  Yosa^s  far-famed  Bay,  thus  runs  my  tale, 
Where  purple  wavelets  murmur  mystic  runes 
To  sighing  pines  that  listening  lowly  bend 
Their  branches  that  no  whisper  they  may  lose. 
Stands  there  a fragment  of  a heav’nly  bridge — 
Ama-no-uki-hashi  was  its  name — 

But  broken  soon,  alas  ! for  mortal  sins, 
Ama-no-hashi-date  lone  remains 
T^awake  the  sleeping  memory  of  men, 

To  bring  back  to  their  minds  the  days  when  god 
Walked  on  the  earth  in  friendly  wise,  those  days 
Now  hidden  fast  behind  Timers  curtain  dark*. 
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^Twas  on  Ama-no-uki-hashi,  built 
By  spirit  hands  across  th’  abysmal  deeps 
To  span  the  mighty  chasm  that  lay  between 
Earth’s  smiling  shores  and  Heaven’s  pleasant 
strand — 

’Twas  on  this  Earth-and-Heaven-kissing  bridge 
The  ancient  fathers  of  our  godlike  race 
Did  stately  tread  as  to  and  fro  they  fared 
From  their  celestial  home  to  grateful  earth, 

Where  dust  of  sin  by  no  means  could  defile 
Their  silver-shining  purity  of  thought. 

Glorious  their  manly  forms  ; their  faces  fair 
As  pearly  clouds  just  ere  the  sun 
His  rosy  spears  of  light  benignant  thrusts 
And  colours  all  the  East  and  West  one  red. 

Their  actions  well  became  the  Splendid  Fount 
Of  our  Imperial  line,  Ama-teras  ; 

Their  motives  crystal-pure  ; and  gracious  Love 
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Reigned  Liege-lord  of  their  human  hearts  divine  ! 

Far  liefer  would  I tell  of  golden  days, 

Of  days  when  beauteous  deeds  were  daily  done, 
And  Joy,  and  Love,  ruled  over  Heaven  and  Earth. 
But  woe  is  me  ! for  I must  now  recount 
How,  tempted  sorely  by  a spirit  foul, 

Most  foul  and  loathsome  yet  in  shapely  guise, 

Our  great  forefathers,  caught  within  his  wiles, 
Sinned,  ah,  they  sinned,  but  how  and  when 
Alone  the  high  gods  know  till  Time  shall  cease  ; 
Heav’n^s  Book  of  Doom  shall  then  proclaimM  be, 
And  each  and  all  shall  know  the  deeds  of  each. 
Deeds  done  in  secret  or  in  sight  of  all. 

And  wonder  greatly  at  the  ill  of  some, 

And  wonder  greatly  at  the  good  of  some. 

The  universe  was  sad  what  time  man  fell  : 
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The  stars  made  griding  discord  ; and  earth’s  flow’rs 
Their  fragrance  flung  away  in  bitter  shame  ; 

The  mountains  quivered  from  their  caverned  base, 
And  in  their  anger  loosed  their  avalanches 
That  downward  rushing  crushed,  crunched  and 
crumbled 

With  dreadful  din  whatever  dared  to  stand 

Before  their  wild  affret.  The  earthquake,  too, 

Awoke  from  slumber  in  terrific  rage 

And  sudden  shook  the  tremulous  earth  with  power 

Prodigious.  Molten  lava  spouted  out 

From  fiery  craters  blazing  furiously. 

While  thick  black  smoke  incessant  volleyed  forth 
In  clouds  portentous,  making  night  of  day. 

The  sea  began  to  surge  and  roll  in  wrath. 

The  angry  winds  swept  down  in  awful,  might 
From  Heav’n’s  four  corners,  lo  ! and  then  the 
Bridge 
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That  stretchM  from  the  lustrous  blue  above 
To  lowly  earth  now  stained  by  shame  and  sin, 
Was  snapt  and  broken  sheer,  that  never  more 
Might  mortal  man  hold  intercourse  with  gods, — 
Only  a fragment  of  it  left  to  tell 
To  future  ages  of  the  joy  that  was. 

Thus,  thus,  was  foolish  man  shut  out  from  Heav’n  ; 
No  flaming  sword  doth  bar  him  from  the  gate  ; 
Could  he  but  reach  it,  he  might  venture  in. 

But  how  to  cross  the  space  ? The  sacred  bridge 

Hath  wholly  vanished,  leaving  but  a stump 

To  mind  us  of  the  life  of  ancient  days 

When  man  was  pure  and  boldly  talked  with  gods. 

Alas  ! the  memVy  of  that  golden  age 

Grows  ever, dimmer,  lost  within  the  haze 

Of  time  that  was,  of  Time  that  is  no  more. 
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With  painful  toil,  with  sweat  upon  the  brow 
Must  short-lived  man  wrench  forth  his  daily  bread 
From  flinty-hearted  earth,  and  thus  eke  out 
A melancholy  life  amid  the  fremd. 

Sorrow  and  hate  and  misery  do  gnaw. 

Like  loathly  rats,  his  heart.  The  salty  tears 
That  flush  unbidden  to  his  rheumy  eyes 
At  whiles  relieve  his  surcharged  heart.  Insects 
In  twilight  grey  shrill  plaintive  music  sad 
And  yet  most  weirdly  sweet,  that  in  some  way, 
Subtle,  mysterious,  penetrant,  doth  stir 
To  life  that  strange  remembrance  and  remorse 
For  sins  committed  in  some  former  life. 

And  moon-deceivM  fowls  in  dernful  tones 
Lift  heavy  voices  in  the  night  to  owls 
That  make  a vain  reply  with  raucous  screech 
Which  smites  down  Silence  wholly,  and  disturbs 
Man’s  single  refuge  from  his  dolours — Sleep. 
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Thunder  above,  Earthquake  beneath,— Man 
Trembles  and  totters  on  the  icy  ground. 

Each  morning,  ere  his  s winking  he  begins, 

On  Ama-no-hashi  looks  he  long  and  hard 
And  wistfully  ; at  even,  too,  before 
He  to  his  couch  betakes  him,  longingly 
He  gazes  on  that  bridge  that  led  to  Heaven. 
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PART  ONE 

Upon  the  coast  of  Japan lovely  sea, 

In  Tango  province,  fertile  and  thrice-blest, 

Where  gods  among  the  green  hills  used  to  roam, 
Wakasa’s  gulf  doth  fringe  the  velvet  sand 
A-glitter,  in  the  splendour  of  the  sun. 

With  lucent  pearls  and  vermeil  corals  bright. 

The  Bay  of  Yosa  snuggles  out  a place 
In  one  big  curve  upon  the  western  shore. 

In  very  sooth  in  shape  a full-stretched  bow, 

The  crescent  horns  whereof  doth  gently  fold 
The  sapphire  waters  of  the  bay  e^en  as 
A mother  folds  her  babe  within  her  arms. 
Ama-no-hashi-date  plunges  far 
And  straight  into  the  waves  a slender  arm 
Which  bears  with  dainty  might  a thousand  pines, 
A thousand  dancing  pines  of  beauty  rare. 


URASHIMA 


9 


A myriad  trees  there  are  but  none  repeats 
The  other’s  shape,  save  only  that  they  all 
With  one  consent  droop  gracile  branches  down 
And  wave  them  to  and  fro  as  zephyrs  breathe, 
Most  gently  breathe,  from  strange  Koreans  strand. 
A lovely  spot ; the  wond’ring  eye  doth  pause 
Entranced  to  see  so  fair  a spectacle  ! 

The  beauteous  scene  can  best  be  viewed,  ^tis  said. 
From  Kurohashi-yama,  Black-Bridge  Mount. 

Below  the  mount  a little  village  stands. 
Well-sunned  and  cosy  ; plenty  fills  its  store  ; 
Naught  lack  the  folk  for  comfort  or  for  need. 

Their  customs,  quaint  and  savouring  of  old  time. 
Have  come  unbroken  from  those  primal  days. 

The  Kawiyo,  the  mystic  Age  of  Gods, 

And  still  religiously  are  kept.  The  men 
Are  spoilers  of  the  sea,  hardy  and  bold  ; 

The  women,  weavers  of  the  shimmering  silk. 
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Are  winning,  wholesome,  fair  and  lovable. 

Within  the  charmM  circle  of  this  place 
In  years  long  past  Uravshima  was  born 
An  only  son,  a welcome  gift  from  Heaven 
To  two  most  pious  persons  full  of  years. 

The  aged  sire  of  Urashima  was 

To  all  the  village  dear,  and  every  one 

Paid  reverence  as  was  meet  to  his  grey  hairs, 

And  ail  the  stalwart  men  who  roamed  the  seas 
V/ere  ever  grateful  to  the  hind  old  man 
For  words  of  wisdom  for  their  guidance  drawn 
From  his  experience  vast  and  manifold. 

The  mother,  once  the  hamlePs  lovely  pride, 

Still  showed  some  signs  of  pristine  comeliness, 
Though  Time  had  dimmed  the  lustre  of  her  eyes. 
And  rankled  all  the  melon-oval  face  ; 

But  passing  sweet  her  gentle,  kindly  ways 
Which  drew  all  hearts  to  her  with  praise  and  love. 
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Urashima,  their  child,  with  dimpled  cheeks, 

Black  eyes  and  bright,  with  curious  inner  glint. 
Grew  with  the  years  in  nature  sweet  and  true. 
Earnest  and  sober  was  he,  courteous 
To  young  and  old,  and  ready  to  oblige. 

Yet  did  he  strangely  differ  from  his  mates 
And  seldom  joined  them  at  their  childish  games  ; 
But  sought  the  waves  that  rippled  on  the  beach, 
And  friendly  was  he  with  the  soughing  pines. 
Castles  and  towers  he  built  of  warm,  wet  sand. 
Then  daily  watched  the  laughing  wavelets  sweep 
Away  what  he  had  shaped  with  so  much  care 
And  loving  labour  and  artistic  skill. 

He  loved  to  see  the  waters  crawling  in 
And  undermining,  gently,  true,  but  yet 
Most  surely,  all  his  thick,  embattled  walls. 

Then  when  at  length  the  inmost  court  was  won. 
The  donjon  high  and  strong  and  stately  fell 
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With  lordly  splash  and  instantly  dissolved 
Itself  among  th’  invading  waves,  he  raised 
A cheer  in  ^s  piping  voice  because  his  friends 
Had  conquered.  As  he  older  grew  he  ceased 
These  futile-seeming  childish  plays,  but  he 
Increased  in  love  of  ocean  and  of  trees. 

As  Time  sped  on,  the  lad  became  a youth, 

Tall,  of  upright  bearing,  gainly,  grand. 

The  joy  and  pride  and  hope  of  parents  fond. 

It  now  was  deemed  most  fit  for  him  to  try 
His  fortune  in  that  calling  old  and  good 
Which  all  the  village  followed  and  his  sires, — 

To  face  the  tempest  and  to  prove  the  might 
Of  his  young  arms  against  the  wind  and  tide 
That  came  with  icy  force  from  snow-bound  shores. 
Now  must  he  roam  the  seas  in  search  of  loot, 

The  ocean’s  treasure,  fishes  great  and  small, 

Of  many  forms  and  hues  and  flavours,  known 
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And  unknown  that  make  up  the  daily  food 
Of  the  people  ; and  those  shells,  too,  must  he  seek 
That  hold  the  precious  pearl  well  hid  within, 
Which  once  discovered  may  some  day  be  found 
Sending  its  milky  sheen  to  enhance  the  bloom 
Of  some  rare  beauty  in  a royal  court. 

Perchance  the  lucky  fisher’s  net  may  hold 
A branch  of  coral  pink  which  cunningly 
Fashioned  into  a hair-pin  will  set  off 
The  raven  blackness  of  some  damsel’s  hair 
As  low  she  louts  before  her  lord’s  commands. 

Immersed  in  meditation  rich  and  deep, 

Urashima,  a thoughtful,  dreamy  lad. 

Was  wont  to  spend  the  time  that  in  his  boat 
By  rights  he  should  have  spent  in  catching  fish 
E’en  as  his  comrades  of  the  village  did. 

And  homeward  bring  his  tale  of  fishes  caught. 
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But  on  the  chilly  beach,  ere  break  of  day, 

In  attitude  devout,  most  patiently 
He  waited  for  the  rising  of  the  sun. 

Who  slowl}^  comes  with  retinue  of  lights  ; 

His  herald  is  hoar  grey  ; then  the  whole  train 
Of  pink  which  flushes  into  crimson  ; next 
Come  the  retainers  brave  in  molten  gold  ; 

And  last  the  Sun,  majestic  Conqueror 
Of  feardnspiring  Dark,  doth  issue  forth 
In  glorious  panoply  of  golden  flame, 

From  that  triumphal  arch  at  Heaven’s  end 
Of  Earth’s  Ama-no-hashi  beautiful. 

Each  day  he  sits  upon  the  sandy  shore, 

In  the  cool  shade  of  ancient,  moss-grown  trees, 
Wistfull}"  gazing  at  the  tossing  waves 
As  gently  they  caress  the  sands  that  let 
Them  from  invading  all  the  fruitful  plain. 
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In  the  white  foam  a vision  he  discerns, 

A vision  hidden  from  the  eyes  of  men, 

But  not  from  his,  for  he  a vseer  was  ; 

Pure  in  his  thoughts  and  innocent  of  guile, 

His  body^s  eyes  can  see  as  far,  as  clear, 

As  grandly  do  the  organs  of  his  mind. 
Thoughtful  he  listens  to  the  voices  sweet 
Of  waters  wimpling,  murmuring  messages 
To  pines  that  bow  their  branches  in  assent. 
With  mind  alert  he  listens  eagerly, 

Though  comprehending  naught  the  mystic  song 
Each  sings  to  other,  while  the  pebbles  roll 
Their  grating  response  as  the  weaves  withdraw. 
Oft-times  a chance-senvt  wayfarer  might  hear. 
Above  the  booming  of  the  rote,  the  sharp 
Insistent  sigh  which  the  unconscious  youth 
Allows  t^  escape  as  long  he  lets  his  gaze 
Dwell  yearningly  upon  that  broken  bridge. 
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Still  in  the  gloaming,  far  into  the  night, 

Forgetful  of  his  anxious  parents,  who 

Have  waited  and  have  watched  for  him  all  day, 

Urashima  yet  bides  upon  the  beach 

With  upward,  ardent  eyes  fixed  on  the  sky. 

In  evergrowing  hunger  keen  he  stares 

knd  stares  till  one  might  think  he  sought  to  pierce 

Th^  illimitable  void  with  searching  eyes  ; 

He  stares  as  though  to  pierce  into  the  Past 
Fast  hid  from  us  behind  that  azure  vault — 

That  azure  vault  where  space  is  lost  in  space, 

And  where  are  scattered,  sown  in  the  inane, 

Those  great  innumerable  worlds  of  light. 

Millions  of  stars  on  million  million  stars, 

Luminous  diadems  his  fathers  wore 
What  time  they  used  to  journey  to  and  fro 
^Twixt  Earth  and  Heaven  by  that  bridge  divine 
Ere  it  was  shattered  by  man^s  sinfulness. 
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When  the  lone  moon  pours  down  her  lonely  light, — 
The  light  that  makes  lorn  hearts  more  lone  and 
sad, — 

Like  lucent  silver  shafts  the  argent  beams 
Strike  on  the  breast  of  him  who  brooding  sits 
In  melancholy  deep  of  thinking  bred. 

Sits  solitary,  sad,  facing  the  sea 
Where  silver  ripplings  intermixed  with  gold 
Weave  subtilely  a delieate  brocade 
Of  filmy  moonbeams  and  the  water ^s  sheen. 
Elaborate  the  pattern,  and  so  rich, 

That  only  angels’  feet  are  meet  to  tread 
Upon  so  exquisite  a carpet.  Long 
And  straight  the  shimmering  moon-glade  stretches 
fair 

From  yonder  fleecy  mist  that  doth  enwrap 
The  further  end  of  Heaven’s  Bridge  as  soft 
As  some  sweet  dream  of  summertide,  and  veils 
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Its  loveliness  supreme  from  mortal  eyes. 

Gone  are  the  dimples  from  his  ruddy  cheeks  ; 
Pallid  and  lean  and  restless  is  the  youth, 
Running  at  whiles  like  hunter  after  game, 

Now  walking  fitfully  with  heavy  sighs, 

And  now  in  meditation  rapt  he  sits. 

His  parents  all  forgot  and  darkening  night. 

Alone  in  his  trim  boat  he  wildly  rows 
On  Yosa^s  and  Wakasa^s  teeming  sea  ; 

His  black  eyes  fixed  and  with  a lustrous  glare. 
There  is  a fever  in  his  blood,  a fire 
That  burns  and  will  not  be  allayed.  He  seeks 
The  Vision  Splendid  once  vouchsafed  to  him 
By  the  great  gods,  a dim  foreshadowing 
Of  that  strange  mystic  Land  of  Happiness 
So  passionately  longed  for,  where  unknown 
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Are  stiows  or  winter^s  freezing  blasts  or  rain, 
Where  Hunger  never  stalks  in  grisly  guise 
Nor  fell  diseases,  Death-s  attendant  sprites. 

But  where,  ablaze  with  light  of  Sun  and  Moon 
And  lesser  stars,  majestic  mansions  stand, 

Full  thronged  with  happy  people  ever  glad, 
Thrilled  with  a deep  abiding  joy  and  peace, 

For  ^tis  a land  where  Life  and  Love  al way 
Prevail.  And  so  spurred  on  by  keen  desire, 
Urashima,  distraught,  rows  ever  on 
With  aimless  aim,  like  one  who  tries  to  seize 
The  tantalising  rainbow  which  appears 
To  be  within  our  easy  reach,  and  yet 
Keeps  ever  just  beyond,  however  we  try. 

At  last  crushed  down  and  fainting  in  despair, 

With  nerveless  arms  he  homeward  sculled  his  boat 
To  where  his  parents  waited  patiently, 
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Who,  with  vsore-stricken  hearts,  bade  him  be  strong, 
And  ply  his  trade  nor  vainly  waste  his  days. 

For  much  it  grieved  his  sire  that  he  should  hear 
The  people  gossip  of  Urashima  ; 

How  much  he  lately  seemed  to  be  wrought  up, 
Beside  himself;  his  face  all  flushed,  his  een 
A -glitter  with  some  secret  fever,  showed 
His  mind  was  in  a ferment.  He  appeared 
PossessM  of  a spirit  strange  and  ill. 

The  father^s  pride  was  hurt  that  his  loved  son, 
The  joy  and  hope  of  his  old  age,  should  thus 
Become  the  target  of  his  neighbours^  scoffs, 

And  he  was  humbled  to  his  very  knees. 

Though  he  was  proud  and  passing  stout  of  heart, 
He  now  could  scarce  his  head  high-lifted  keep, 

And  meet  his  neighbours’  pitying  eyes  ; his  wife, 
Poor  stricken  woman,  down  her  rimpled  cheeks 
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The  salt  tears  would  keep  flowing.  Poor  mother  ! 
Who  would  have  yielded  life,  yea,  honour^s  self, 
And  counted  it  a trifling  loss,  if  she 
Thereby  could  bring  her  son  what  most  he  prized. 
Maternal  love  is  capable  of  much — 

Inspired  by  it  a woman  frail  and  weak 
Can  suddenly  become  a tigress  fierce. 

And  dare — -and  more — do  deeds  incredible. 

But  Uba  here  felt  powerless  before 

The  spell  that  held  her  son,  who  seemed  to  her 

Encompassed  by  a visionary  wall 

Which  to  attempt  to  scale  were  fruitless  toil. 

And  so  the  ancient  pair  besought  the  lad, 
Urashima,  to  be  considerate 
Of  their  grey  hairs,  and,  ere  too  late  it  was, 
Bethink  himself  most  seriously  of  that 
High  duty  which  is  ever  pleasure  sweet 
To  rightly-minded  children — filial  love. 
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With  anxious  tears  and  in  heartrending  tones, 
They  begged  that  he  would  so  conduct  himself 
That  they  might  never  more  have  cause  to  dread 
Their  neighbours^  pitying  yet  censorious  eyes, 

And  that  the  flow  of  gossip  might  be  dammed. 

But  vainly,  vainly,  vainly  they  implored. 

The  glamour  of  the  wondrous  vision  held 
Urashima  ineffably  enthralled, 

Therefore  no  listening  heedful  ear  he  turned 
Toward  his  anguish-stricken  parents^  prayers. 

But  consciously  unconscious  he  infringed 
The  law  of  filial  piety,  the  law 
Supreme,  high  over  all  the  other  laws. 

Save  one,  that  guide  and  rule  all  human  kind. 
His  father’s  patience  sorely  did  he  try. 

Until  his  anger,  mingled  though  it  was 
And  tempered  by  his  grief,  brake  loudly  forth. 
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Despite  the  mother’s  intercession  mild, 

In  deep  revilings  of  the  graceless  youth, 
Proclaiming  him  a Prince  of  Fools  who  saw 
A mirage  vain  and  empty  on  the  sea 
And  suffered  it  his  senses  to  beguile 
E’en  to  neglecting  all  the  duties  due 
To  family  and  parents.  Thus  the  stern 
Old  father  raved,  and  as  his  wrath  inereased 
He  even  threatened  to  disown  his  son 
Once  so  beloved,  strait  enjoining  him 
To  leave  his  home  and  never  more  return. 

Alas  ! and  welladay  ! Urashima 

Was  too  seeurely  held  by  that  strange  dream, 

Spellbound  by  that  deluding  vision  caught 

One  summertide  as  vacantly  he  stared 

Out,  out,  far  out  across  the  white-foamed  sea. 

Now  listening  to  his  parents’  piteous  speeeh. 
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And  realising  all  their  carking  grief, 

He  fain  would  yield,  and  straightway  with  a will 
Pick  up  the  thread  of  former  life — but,  no  ! 

The  spell  is  still  upon  him,  and  he  stands 

Dividing  his  distracted  mind  this  way 

And  that,  unable  to  decide  betwixt 

The  lure  that  draws  him  with  resistless  charm, 

His  father’s  angry  threats,  the  racking  sobs 
That  like  a tempest  shake  his  mother’s  frame, 

Her  pitiful  bewailings  lest  he  should 
Depart  and  leave  them  sorrowful  and  lone 
In  their  old  age,  with  none  to  help  or  do 
Those  little  acts  of  reverence  and  care 
Which  spring  from  Love’s  own  heart  spontaneously 
To  those  whose  white  hairs  tell  the  end  is  nigh. 
Distracted,  miserable,  torn  in  twain. 

Full  conscious  of  his  shameful  wickedness, 
Urashima  rushed  out  into  the  night 
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And  wandered  on  again  toward  the  beach. 

In  turmoil  mad  his  mind,  and  all  confused, 

He  sat  upon  a rock  which  jutted  forth 
In  solitary  state  from  out  the  sand. 

Waveworn  and  wrinkled  was  it,  yet  it  stood 
Foursquare  to  all  th^  assaults  of  rain  and  tide  ; 
And  from  its  steadfast  strength  the  wayward  youth 
Did  seek  to  borrow  constancy  and  strength. 

But  vacillating  still,  he  tried  to  think — 

If  thinkif^'^g  ^twere  where  ordered  thought  was  not 
But  husks  of  thought  ran  riot  in  his  mind, 

A carnival  of  dire  confusion  vast. 

Ingrate,  he  wildly  called  himself,  and  fool, 

An  impious  fool  unfilial,  without  shame. 

He  made  that  quiet  night  resound  with  terms 
Of  deep  opprobrium,  as  he  agonized 
In  frenzied  self-repoach  ; frantic  he  was 
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In  his  abasement,  prostrate  with  remorse 
For  his  most  grievous  sin,  forgetfulness 
Of  what  was  due  to  parents,  filial  love 
And  prompt  obedience  to  their  lightest  word. 
And  yet,  despite  his  utter  penitence. 

His  keen  remorse,  there  lingered,  lingered  still 
In  some  odd,  sudden  cranny  of  his  mind, 

A hankering  for  the  vision  he  had  seen. 

And  all  the  joys  it  seemed  to  promise  him. 

One  moment  conscience-stricken  for  his  sins, 
The  next,  exalted  by  a sudden  flush 
Of  pride  that  he  alone  of  men  had  been 
Vouchsafed  a glimpse  (though  but  the  veriest) 
Of  that  divine  high  Floating  Bridge  of  Heaven 
Torn  thus  Urashima  grew  sick  of  life  ; 

Soft  and  infirm  of  purpose,  wavering 

And  wamble-cropped,  he  shrank  from  facing  it. 

His  heart  was  scorched,  his  feelings  paralyzed, 
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In  a deep  swotmd  he  fell  upon  the  sands 
Beneath  those  very  pines  whose  whispers  dark 
Um while  it  was  his  wont  expectantly 
To  ponder  over  if  perchance  he  might 
Decipher  what  their  cryptic  message  meant  ; 

And  as  he  lay  outstretched,  insensible, 

The  wavelets  musically  murmured  sweet 
And  low  into  his  dull,  unheeding  ears 
Their  mystic,  magic  runes  of  Heaven^s  joy. 

And  over  him  susurrant  bowed  the  pines 
And  soughed  the  message  brought  them  by  the 
clouds. 

But  all  in  vain  for  he  was  dead  to  all. 
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PART  TWO 

From  out  the  roke  and  mirk  a maid  appeared, 

A maid  fulfilled  of  beauty  and  of  youth, 

And  walked  to  where,  unconscious  and  inert, 
Urashima,  beneath  the  dim  starlight 
Lay  prone,  and  knelt  down  by  his  side.  Pity 
And  anxious  care  overcast  her  countenance 
So  dainty  fair,  yet  timid  as  a star 
That  peeps  out  shyly  from  some  far-off  nook 
the  sky.  A coral  trinket  that  she  bore 
Down-hanging  from  her  girdle,  quickly  she 
With  trembling  fingers  oped,  and  thereout  took 
A potent,  sovran  remedy  most  rare. 

Three  passing  precious  drops  of  which  straightway 
The  maid  let  trickling  fall  atween  his  lips 
That,  like  his  face,  were  pale  as  death’s  own  hue. 
Just  as  a wilted  flower  blooms  afresh 
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When  visited  by  kindly  dews,  the  yonth 
Awoke  once  more  to  life  ; languorously 
His  eyes  unclosed  ; his  head  was  resting  then 
Upon  the  bosom  of  that  maiden  strange 
And  beautiful,  whose  silken  raiment  shone 
And  dazzled  with  rich  broidery  of  gems. 

Urashima,  although  he  stared  at  her 
In  such  surprise  that  he  was  well-nigh  dazed. 
Was  something  conscious  that  to  him  her  mien 
Seemed  most  familiar-unfamiliar. 

In  stammering  tones  and  hesitant  he  sought 
To  know  who  she  might  be,  her  name,  and  if 
She  came  with  the  intent  to  succour  him. 

The  wayward  son  of  a humble  fisherman. 
Maugre  his  eager  questions  she  returned 
But  questionings  herself  and  of  him  asked, 
‘^Why  are  you  ever  thus  alone  and  sad. 
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Drooping  in  spirit  while  all  other  youths 
Abound  in  merriment  and  laughter  gay?^’ 

^ ^Increase  of  knowledge  only  breeds  increase 
Of  misery.  Insight  produces  naught 
But  sorrow.  Aspiration  is  the  root 
Of  grim  despair.  My  only  playferes  are 
The  endless  waves  foam-crested  and  the  pines 
That  grow  in  curves  fantastic  by  the  shore. 

All  these  long  years,  from  infancy  to  now, 

IVe  hearkened  to  the  tales  they  have  to  tell. 
For  this  I dare  assert,  their  unknown  speech  — 
Of  which  this  age  entendment  hath  no  whit  — 
Holds  certes  more  of  wisdom  and  of  truth 
Than  all  the  heads  of  all  the  wise  that  live 
Or  who  have  ever  lived  or  maybe  shall. 

For  thinking  thus  Vm  called  a fool  and  mad, 
A foolish  slave  with  aspirations  wild. 
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Is  not  the  quest  of  each  man^s  soul  innate, 

Born  with  him,  though,  purblind,  he  ne’er  may  see 
And  recognize  the  wherefore  of  his  life  ? 

Ah,  better,  better,  far  to  be  a fool 
Who  only  glances  at  the  crust,  without 
A single  wish  to  peep  at  what  it  hides. 

And,  heart  at  ease,  continues  on  his  way. 

Than  he  who  is  possessed  of  insight  keen 

And  sees  more  deeply,  pierces  through  and  through 

The  many  veils  which  hide  the  truth  of  things. 

He  sees  the  springs  of  cloudless  joy  divine. 

Life’s  supernaculum  of  bliss  supreme  ; 

Discovers,  too,  the  very  fount  of  tears 

0 

And  utter  anguish.  It  is  thus  his  heart 
Is  spiritualised  by  sympathy  ; — 

For  what  is  sympathy  if  not  a faint 
Reflection  of  God’s  heart  : an  image  dim 
Of  the  divine  Creator,  God  and  Good  ? 
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Alas  ! misunderstanding  all  my  mind, 

The  people,  young  and  old,  of  this  blind  place 
Inhumanly  have  me  denounced  as  one 
Possessed  of  a devil,  and  my  sire. 

In  spite  of  my  sweet  mother’s  prayers,  hath  cast 
Me  off,  as  one  casts  oflf  a filthy  rag, 

And  hath  forever  shut  his  cruel  doors 
Upon  his  only  son,”  thus,  quite  bemused. 

And  in  his  grief  unheeding  what  he  said, 

Urashima  unfolded  all  his  woes 

To  her  who  listened  to  him  heart  and  ear. 

“Sir  stranger,  pale,  forwearied,  wan,  tell  me. 

What  is  this  quest  you  speak  of  ? Seek  you 
wealth, 

The  pomp  and  power  and  pelf  by  kings  prossessed  ? 
Come,  come  with  me,  and  I will  give  my  aid — 
Aid  far  more  potent  than  perhaps  you  dream — 
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But  first  drink  deeply  of  the  precious  wine 
In  this  my  cup  which  I do  offer  here. 

Drink  deep  the  luscious  nectar  it  contains  ; 

^Tis  wine  that  will  revivify  your  frame 

And  make  you  strong  to  do  such  glorious  deeds 

As  e^en  the  high  gods  would  be  proud  to  do.’^ 

“Not  wealth  I seek,  nor  pomp  nor  pow’r  of  kings,— 
All  these  decay  beneath  the  touch  of  Time. 

I seek  a Peace  which  this  world  cannot  give — 

I seek  my  native  land,  the  Deathless  Land, 

Which  lies,  I know  not  where,  but  ^neath  the 
clouds 

Somewhere  beyond  this  planet ^s  utmost  verge. 

A burning  thirst  I have  which  can  be  quenched 
Only  by  quaffing  from  the  cup  of  Truth- 
Nay  ! nay  ! Tis  useless,  yours  I cannot  touch — 
Drear  nights  and  days  my  heart  in  longing  burns 


34 


THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 


To  drink  of  it.  Ah  ! far  more  red  it  is 
Than  those  alluring  scarlet  lips  of  yours. 

Ah,  me  ! If  I had  never,  never  seen 
The  vision  of  that  land  within  the  drops 
Of  sparkling  water  on  my  fishing  line, 

And  in  the  globulets  of  dew  that  hung 
Upon  the  pine-tree  needles  when  the  sun 
In  morning  splendour  shone,  and  in  the  spray 
And  spindrift  from  the  spume-y-crested  waves  ! 
Ah  me  ! If  I this  tempting  vision  bright 
Of  a lofty  palace  veiled  in  vapour  vague 
With  golden  light  suffused,  a very  haunt 
Of  evening  peace,  had  never,  never  seen, 

I would  have  then  been  happier  far,  indeed, 

In  my  own  lot,  a simple  fisherman.’^ 

Sudden,  an  eager  light  upon  her  face. 

The  maiden  cried  in  earnest  tones  : ‘Xet  us 
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Go  quickly  thither  to  this  wondrous  land 
Together.”  Blushing,  she  resumed  her  calm, 

And  quietly  related  to  the  youth 

All  who  she  was  and  als  that  she  had  come 

To  rescue  him,  Urashima,  and  why. 

She  spake  to  him  in  sweet  seductive  tones 
That  played  upon  his  heart-strings,  making  him 
A captive  to  its  charm,  enthralling  all  ‘ 

His  senses  and  his  thoughts  in  ravishment. 
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PART  THREE 

Fathoms  deep,  deep,  deep  beneath  the  sea. 

There  lies  a kingdom  infinite  in  range 
And  vastly  opulent  in  treasures  rare. 

And  luxuries  unknown  to  humankind. 

Most  densely  wooded  mountains  tower  aloft 
And  verdant  valleys  nestle  shy  as  nuns 
Beneath  their  shade,  while  fertile  fields  extend 
This  way  and  that,  and  trees  enrich  the  plains. 
Pure  and  pellucid  is  the  hydro-sphere. 

Naught  can  compare  with  its  limpidity — 

Within  this  kingdom  is  perpetual  peace 
And  plenitude  of  quiet,  far  below 
The  reach  of  earthly  dust  and  turmoil  rank. 
Here  stands  a palace  of  the  Dragon-king 
Who  reigneth  o’er  the  wide  dominion 
Extending  ’neath  the  lucent,  sapphire  seas. 
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And  with  him  dwells  his  only  daughter  dear, 
Otohime  the  fair,  the  ever  young  ! 

One  autumn  afternoon,  Otohime 
Was  standing  pensive  in  a porch  alone 
Within  her  palace  garnished  and  adorned 
With  costly  jewels  rare  of  every  kind  ; 
Leaning  she  was  upon  a balustrade 
Of  gleaming  hydrophane ; her  starlike  eyes 
Were  fixed  in  wondering  woe  and  ecstasy 
Upon  the  glorious  setting  sun,  whose  rays 
Prepotent  can  empierce  these  sunless  deeps. 
Diffusing  wide  through  all  this  faery  realm 
A tender  radiance,  lighting  up  the  scene 
And  making  all  things  luminous  and  clear. 

Lured  by  the  wondrous  beauty  of  the  beams 
That  infiltrated  through  the  glassy  sea, 
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Otohime  resolved  to  seek  the  land. 

Her  sire,  the  dreaded  Dragon-king,  gave  leave, 

So  taking  on  herself  the  ontwrard  shape 
Of  a young  tortoise,  she  with  retinue 
Of  divers  dwellers  of  the  sea  to  guard. 

Was  wafted  o^er  the  many-wavM  flood. 

To  Yosa  came  they  all,  and  there  again 
Drawn  by  the  beauteous  aspect  of  the  trees. 

The  graceful  pine-trees  standing  on  the  shore. 
The  princess  then  abandoning  her  train. 

Swam  off,  a daring  spirit,  unafraid. 

All  by  herself.  She  reached  the  shore  and  found 
A spot  whence  she  could  view  at  ease  and  well 
The  gorgeous  scene  magnificent  and  grand 
Of  the  God  of  Day  slow  moving  down  the  sky 
To  seek  his  couch  mysterious  ’mid  a blaze 
Of  dazzling  light  and  colours  manifold. 
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It  chanced  ^twas  at  Ama-no-hashi-date 

That  in  her  tortoise-guise,  Otohime 

Gazed  on  the  scene  so  strange  and  new  to  her. 

But  suddenly  her  meditative  mood 

Was  rudely  interrupted  by  the  boys 

Of  the  neigubourhood,  young  savages  e’en  here 

As  otherwhere,  creatures  without  a soul. 

These  animals  now  caught  her  cruelly 
By  clutching  hard  upon  her  carapace. 

And  then  they  tied  a string  to  her  hind  feet 
And  dragged  her  through  the  sand  upon  her  back. 
Exulting  at  their  prize  with  hideous  shouts. 

Urashima,  whose  dreams  they  had  disturbed. 
Awakened  from  his  usual  revery 
By  gleeful  shouts,  now  saw  the  cruel  boys 
Dragging  th’  unlucky  tortoise  through  the  sand. 
His  heart  was  touched,  and  to  the  water’s  edge 
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He  quickly  and  compassionately  went, 

And  from  th'  amazed  but  gleeful,  hardheart  lads 
He  bought  the  forlorn  creature,  and  untied  , 

The  string,  and  all  unwitting  whom  he’d  saved. 

He  quickly  threw  it  back  into  the  sea. 

With  heart  full-fraught  with  gratitude  and  joy 
Otohime,  dragging  her  suggilled  limbs. 

Rejoined  her  waiting  meiny,  and  at  once 
The  whole  procession  started  on  its  way 
Back  to  the  palace  of  the  Dragon-king, 

To  whom  the  princess  told  the  history 
Of  what  had  happened  since  she’d  left  her  sire  ; 
How  she  had  found  a spot  upon  the  land 
Whence  she  had  seen  the  glorious  golden  sun 

I 

Sink  slowly  westward  to  his  hidden  couch  ; 

How  cruel  boys  had  seized  and  bound  her  feet 
And  dragged  her  through  the  sand  ; and  how  a youth 
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Had  found  and  bought  her  off  and  set  her  free. 
All  frankly  to  her  father  did  she  tell, 

And  both  were  full  of  gratitude  profound 

Toward  the  fisherdad,  and  in  her  heart 

Otohime  did  treasure  saeredly 

The  memTy  of  the  noble  countenance 

Of  her  young  saviour,  pale  and  clear  and  lean. 

Meanwhile  the  Dragon-king  sent  strict  command 

To  that  one  star  which  swayed  the  destiny 

Of  Urashima  that  it  was  to  send 

At  once  a message  to  the  Sea-king  grim 

When  mishap  was  foreshadowed  for  the  lad. 

Days  upon  days  slipped  by  into  the  Past 
All  uneventful  in  that  palace  grand 
Under  the  sea.  Only  Urashima 
In  blank  despondency  walked  ever  on 
The  shore  of  Ama-no-hashi-date, 
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Or  on  the  sea  of  Yosa  and  Wakasa 
Pursued  a vision  that  allured  him  still 
As  doth  its  prey  an  ever-hungry  hawk. 

One  night,  howe’er,  a meteor  flashed  from  high. 
Out  of  the  zenith  in  the  azure  vault 
Far  down  into  the  deepest  deeps,  it  sped 
Right  into  Otohime’s  brilliant  room. 

Lit  up  by  lustre  from  all  precious  stones  ; 

And  lo  ! this  meteor  brought  a message  fraught 
With  woe  : Urashima  had  fallen  down 

Upon  the  very  spot  where  he  had  freed 
The  tortoise,  and  was  now  in  a deep  swoon. 

No  moment  must  be  lost ; Otohime 

Swift  as  the  lightning’s  flash,  fared  up  to  land  ; 

And  with  her  took  a crystal  vial  rare 

Which  held  a precious,  saving  remedy. 
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The  youth  she  found  stretched  breathless  on  the 
sand, 

By  virtue  of  that  fluid  yet  unknown 
To  mortal  science,  brought  she  back  to  life  ; 

With  tender,  loving  care  she  then  prepared 
To  take  him  from  this  miserable  world 
To  underseas  where  sorrow  is  unknown. 
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PART  FOUR 

By  some  strange  means,  mysterious,  wonderful. 
The  raiment  of  Urashima  began. 

In  measure  like  that  opal,  hydrophane. 

Which  is  translucent  only  when  Tis  wet. 

To  glow  with  eerie  lustre  steadily. 

He  stood  with  Otohime,  hand-in-hand. 

His  face  all  lighted  with  a splendid  joy. 

With  solemn  steps  and  slow  they  wended  down 
To  where  the  ripples  foundered  on  the  strand. 
The  fisherlad  then  turned  to  look  once  more 
Upon  the  trees,  his  whilom  playfellows. 

And  on  the  sleeping  village  wrapt  in  mist 
Where  his  old  parents  yearned  in  bitter  thought 
O^er  their  unfilial,  wayward,  drifting  son. 

And  now  without  regret  he  left  them  all 
To  travel  where  he  knew  not,  save  Twas  far. 
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But  heartened  by  the  damsel  straunge  and  fair, 

He  to  his  journey  then  addressed  himself, 

And  with  the  maiden  vanished  out  of  sight 
Beneath  the  sapphire  waves  of  Yosa^s  sea. 

Full  fainly  sped  the  winsome  couple  down, 

Far  down  they  sank,  unnumbered  fathoms  deep, 
Until  eftsoons  they  reached  an  avenue 
Right  broad  and  stately,  paved  and  smoothed  with 
shells, 

Innumerous  they  in  shape  and  size  and  kind. 

Of  various  vivid  hues  cymophanous. 

On  both  sides  of  this  kingly  causey  stood 
The  mermaids  and  the  mermen,  bowing  low 
In  unaccustomed  homage  to  a youth 
Of  mortal  birth,  but  grateful  homage  true, 

For  he  had  saved  their  Lady  in  her  stress. 

Fishes  both  great  and  small,  in  agile  joy, 
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Were  bouncing,  dancing,  keeping  strict  in  time 
To  music  of  the  plaintive  flute  ; sirens 
With  locks  dishevelled  and  with  voices  sweet 
And  most  enthralling,  danced  in  company. 

The  road  led  through  a coral-forest  dense, 

Winding  ’mong  trees  gigantic  and  unknown, 

All  laden  heavily  with  luscious  fruits 
Urashima  had  never  seen  before  ; 

Through  flaunting  reeds  that  wave  their  streamers 
long 

Like  flags  which  flutter  on  a full-dressed  ship  : 

The  road  meanders  through  rich  valleys  full 
Of  flowers  strange  and  beautiful  that  fill 
All  space  with  fragrance  delicate  ; through  plains 
Where  the  lush  grass  affords  a carpet  soft 
To  tired  feet,  and  where  fantastic  plants, 

Of  unfamiliar  shape  and  hue  delight 
The  only  human  eyes  that  e^er  have  seen. 
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Thence  o’er  a table-land  whereon  are  found 

The  star-fish ; conchs  and  cowries,  too,  which  served 

Erstwhile  for  trumpet  and  for  money  ; then 

By  the  great  rocks,  some  thickly  crusted  o’er 

With  earshells,  others  covered  with  a coat 

Of  watermoss.  Urashima  went  on 

And  on  and  on,  by  Otohime’s  vside. 

Moving  like  one  in  revery  rapt,  feeling 
At  ease  and  blithe,  yet  living  in  a dre^ftn. 

Thus  did  he  fare  on  this  first  journey  down 
To  the  Sea-king’s  realm  beneath  the  restless  seas. 
Clear  and  pellucid  was  the  hydro-sphere 
Which  seemed  to  bring  the  distant  scene  more  nigh, 
Defining  all  things  sharply,  yet  no  glare 
Disturbed  the  eyes  ; a vague,  dim,  quiet  light 
Such  as  in  ancient  Buddhist  temples  found 
Pervaded  everywhere  and  toned  it  all 
To  a tender,  dreamy,  mystic  clear-obscure. 
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As  joyously  he  onward  sped,  he  soon 
Descried  the  gleaming  portals  and  the  walls 
Before  him  glowing  with  a pearly  sheen 
And  up  aloft  the  battlemented  tow’rs 
In  hazy  outline,  and  the  ridges  high 
Of  horned  roofs  in  curves  like  crescent  moons. 
Before  him  lay  the  City  Beautiful 
And  palace  splendid  of  the  Dragon-king. 

His  glad  heart  leapt  for  joy,  because  at  last, 

At  last  he^d  won  to  that  long-yearned-for  goal, 
And  so  he  hastened  thither  hand-in-hand 
With  his  dear  lady  fair,  Otohime. 

At  their  approach,  the  golden  portals  swung 
Wide  open  ; strains  of  mellow  music  rose 
In  salutation  to  Urashima, 

The  young  and  noble  hero,  and  to  loved 
Otohime,  the  Lady  of  the  Sea. 
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Amid  the  deafening  hails  of  welcome  warm, 

Amid  the  music  and  the  greeting-songs, 

The  princess  entered  with  her  lover  true 
The  splendid  palace  in  that  wondrous  land 
Where  winter  never  comes  nor  sorrow  drear, 

Where  hunger,  thirst,  and  pain  are  all  unknown, — 
The  Land  of  Joy  and  Peace  Perpetual. 

Day  after  day  joy  ever  multiplied 
In  this  abode  of  loveliness  vSupreme. 

Here  ligged  the  youth  with  happiness  beset, 

His  every  want  is  served,  he  lacks  for  naught  ; 

He  rises  daily,  all  his  senses  steeped 

In  joy  profound  ; each  night  he  seeks  his  couch 

Enraptured  with  a bliss  he  cannot  tell, 

And  sleeps  forgetful  of  his  former  life. 


Otohime  waits  ever  by  his  side 
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To  learn  his  every  wish,  however  slight, 

That  she  may  speedily  fulfil  them  all. 

Daily  she  grew  more  beautiful  in  face 
As  in  her  character  she  grew  more  sweet, 

If  that  were  possible,  and  her  great  love 
For  Urashima  greater  grew  each  day. 

In  luxury  and  splendour,  and  in  peace 
Urashima  existed,  without  care, 

Douce  roseleaf  days,  with  naught  to  mar  the  bliss 
Of  life,  while  slipped  the  joyous  weeks  and  months 
Away  ; as  slippery  pebbles  in  a stream 
Roll  down  with  the  swift  current,  so  three  years 
Rolled  down  Timers  river  swift  into  the  Past. 

One  morning  Otohime  saw  a sign  : 

Urashima  was  silent  and  distrait 

His  brow  was  clouded  by  the  faintest  shade 
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Of  sadness,  telling  of  the  hidden  thoughts 
Not  all  the  power  of  the  Dragon-king 
Nor  all  the  charms  of  Otohime  dear 
Could  banish  from  his  heart,  for  filial  love 
Tugged  sharply  at  his  heart-strings  now  and  then. 

Though  generally  watchful,  yet  one  night, 

It  chanced  the  Princess  quite  forgot  to  close 
That  window  of  his  chamber  facing  west 
Where  lay  the  land  of  Urashima^s  birth. 

As  rays  of  light  seek  every  fent  and  chink. 

So  wafted  o’er  the  waters  came  the  sound 
Of  some  one  singing  some  old  fisher  song. 

The  plaintive  notes,  now  loud,  now  soft,  stole  in 
Through  the  wide  open  casement  to  where  lay 
The  sleeping  youth,  and  stirred  to  life  the  chords 
Of  long-since-deadened  memory  of  Home. 
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THE  FISHERMAN’S  SONG 

I 

Gaily  the  fisherman 
Out  on  the  sea, 

Sings  as  he  swings  to  his  oar ; 

Stout  is  his  heart 
And  strong  is  his  voice, 

And  he  sings  as  the  wild  waves  roar. 
With  a yasshoi-ho  / 

And  a yasshoi  ho  ! 

Oh,  hear  the  wild  waves  roar  ! 

II 

Only  a fisherman 
Out  on  the  sea, 

With  death  and  danger  near ! 

Only  a plank 

’Twixt  him  and  the  grave. 
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Yet  his  stout  heart  knows  no  fear. 

With  a yasshoi-ho  / 

And  a yasshoi-ho  f 
He  sings  with  danger  near ! 

III 

Only  a fisherman 
Out  on  the  sea, 

With  thoughts  of  home  in  his  heart, 

Of  his  wee  blind  lass, 

Of  his  lad  who’s  lame. 

Yet  he  acts  his  daily  part. 

With  a yasshoi-ho  / 

And  a yasshoi-ho  / 

Oh,  there's  joy  in  the  fisherman’s  heart ! 

IV 

Only  a fisherman 
Out  on  the  sea, 
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With  a heart  that^s  gay  and  free, 

For  his  work^s  his  life 
And  he  loves  his  wife, 

And  he  steers  for  the  open  sea. 

With  a yasshoi-ho  ! 

And  a y ass  hoi  ho  ! 

Oh,  the  fisherman^s  life  for  me  ! 

With  heavy,  plodding  feet  the  days  passed  by, 
Making  his  longing  for  his  earthly  home 
The  keener  and  the  sorer  every  day. 

No  longer  heeded  he  the  wondrous  things 
Surrounding  him  ; no  joy  in  life  had  he  ; 

The  hours  were  long  e^en  as  are  childhood^s  hours 
To  little  children  ; but  for  these  the  time 
Is  full  of  gladness,  while  for  him  it  dragged. 

And,  strangely,  his  uneasiness  was  fed 

By  that  same  peace  he  once  had  yearned  to  find. 
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But  now  it  seemed  to  him  to  stagnate  all, 

To  dull  the  energies  of  life  and  take 
The  zest  from  all  delight.  A sudden  flash 
Of  intuition  lightened  up  the  gloom 
In  which  he  was  involved,  and  he  exclaimed  : 
‘^Man  was  not  meant  to  idle  out  his~  days. 
That  fisher  I heard  singing  but  last  night 
Is  happy,  matigre  all  his  hideous  toil 
And  untoward  circumstances.  Here  am  I 
In  the  very  midst  of  wealth  beyond  all  count 
And  powh'  all-puissant,  and  a brooding  peace. 
Yet  am  I not  contented.  Let  me  toil, 

E^en  as  the  tiniest  mote  that  in  the  sun 

Its  span  infinitesimal  of  life 

Works  out  to  its  appointed  end.  My  past. 

So  dead  and  useless,  I do  here  cast  off. 

Just  as  a snake  sloughs  off  its  outworn  coat 
And  then  begins  afresh  arrayed  in  hues 


56 


THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 


That  blend  more  truly  with  its  wonted  haunts. 

I will  return  once  more  among  my  kind, 

For  dimly  in  my  mind  arises  now 
A mighty  purpose  which  shall  make  more  firm 
My  vacillating  soul.  Life’s  dearest  jo^^s 
Are  found  in  work  e’en  as  the  priceless  gem 
Is  found  in  dirt  or  rough,  unlikely  shell. 

And  this  I’ll  teach  my  Princess  of  the  Seas, 

Till  she  shall  see  with  me  that  Life  is  Work.” 
Though  much  relieved  in  mind,  Urashima 
Found  now  no  pleasure  in  the  splendid  halls 
And  gorgeous  chambers  of  the  prison  grand. 

For  all  that  charmed  and  all  that  held  him  there 
Could  be  summed  up  in  one — Otohime  ! 

One  morning  he  most  earnestly  besought 
That  she  would  kindly  let  him  earthward  fare. 
That  he  might  once  more  see  before  they  died 
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His  mother  dear  and  father  well-revered. 

For  three  long  years  no  tidings  had  they  had — 
Three  years  to  him  how  short,  to  them  how  long 
Who  wait  a son  whose  homeward  footsteps  lag  ! 

In  answer  to  his  pleadings  she  returned 
But  sweet  evasive  nothings,  till  at  length. 

Moved  by  his  earnestness,  she  bade  him  know. 
Stunned  by  the  knowledge,  that  one  year  lived  out 
In  that  great  palace  of  the  Dragon-king, 

Was  worth  ten  tens  of  languid  years  on  earth. 
Three  centuries  had  shuffled  o^er  the  land 
Where  he  was  borh  and  these  had  each  one  brought 
Its  own  attendant  changes.  From  that  cause 
He  ne^er  would  find  aught  he  might  seek,  but  much, 
For  sorrow  and  for  vain  regret ; the  old 
Stint-marks  were  everywhere  removed  or  else 
Destroyed  through  wars  or  chaos  in  their  wake. 
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In  fine,  he  might  be  very  sure  his  friends, 

His  phrents,  all  were  sleeping  soundly  now 
With  their  forefathers.  Perad venture,  too. 

If  he  went  back  to  earth,  certes,  the  chance 
Would  of  the  scantiest  be  of  his  return 
To  his  beloved  and  loving  Princess,  since 
He  would  be  soiled  by  dust ; a single  speck 
Of  earth  or  even  sand  brought  from  above 
Would  mean  the  crumbling  down  and  vanishment 
Of  that  magnificent  abode  of  hers. 

And  utter  ruin  and  catastrophe 
To  her  and  to  her  dreaded  dragon  sire. 

Thus  reasoned  she  with  him,  beseeching  him 
Rather  to  stay  with  her  for  aye ; for  then 
He  would  be  certain  of  immortal  life 
Spent  calmly  in  a golden  happiness 
Profound.  Pow’r  would  be  his  and  wealth  and 


peace 
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Eternal.  Thus  the  Princess  tried  to  turn 
His  thoughts  away  from  his  desire  with  words 
So  honeyed  that  his  senses  were  spell-bound 
In  sweet  confusion.  Music  then  struck  up 
That  rang  and  echoed  through  the  palace  halls, 
While  dance  and  song  beguiled  the  livelong  hours 
To  make  Urashima  forget  his  home. 

But  this  lovelonging  for  one's  home  is  not 
A thing  like  thistledown  that  lightly  yields 
To  every  passing  breath  of  wind,  ah  ! no. 

It  lives  deep  down  within  the  human  soul 
And  is  the  fountainhead  of  Patriotism. 

It  will  not  be  destroyed  by  magic  charm 
Or  be  forgotten  in  a palace  grand. 

Thus  Otohime  altogether  failed 
To  make  Urashima  forget.  At  last, 

Her  will,  worn  out  by  his  continued  prayers. 


6o 


THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 


Brake,  and,  conquered  by  Her  fate,  she  gave 
Her  most  unwilling  leave  that  he  should  go, 
Suppressing  all  her  yearning  and  her  fears 
That  he  would  ne’er  return.  Urashima, 
Exuberant  with  joy  exultant,  soon 
Made  all  his  preparations  to  go  back 
Once  more  to  earth  to  the  bright  light  of  Day 

The  moment  of  departure  came,  and  she, 

\ 

The  Lady  of  the  Sea,  Otohime, 

Heartbrol^n,  pale,  and  full  of  wanhope  chill — 
For  in  her  inmost  heart  she  was  nigh  sure 
That  he,  Urashima,  her  fisher  lad, 

Would  nevermore  return  to  love  and  her — 
Approached  him,  holding  in  her  hand  a box 
Of  smooth  and  polished  tortoise-shell,  inlaid 
With  coral,  jade,  and  fiery -flashing  gems  ; 

In  humblest  attitude  of  deep  respect 
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The  Princess  offered  it  as  farewell  gift 
With  murmured  words  of  parting  and  of  love, 
Beseeching  him  to  hold  the  casket  dear 

In  memory  of  her  who  dwelt  forlorn 

*■ 

Far  down,  far  down  beneath  the  shining  seas. 
Within  the  precious  casket  she  had  placed 
A talisman  divine,  her  pictured  face. 

But  this  injunction  strict  she  laid  on  him. 

That  he  must  never,  never,  never  ope 
The  box,  for  he  would  straightway  forfeit  then 
His  youth  immortal  and  the  mystic  road 
Down  to  the  Palace  of  the  Dragon-king. 

A many  tender  words  and  yearning  looks 
Between  that  griefstruck  parting  couple  passed. 
Despite  his  firm  decision  to  depart, 

And  in  the  act  itself  of  setting  out, 

Urashima  kept  ling hing,  lingering  on, 
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E’en  as  the  petal  of  the  fleur  de  lys, 

Long  after  its  due  season,  flutters  still 
Upon  the  quailing  stalk.  Reluctantly 
At  last  he  tore  himself  away  and  ’gan, 

To  cleave  his  upward  v^ay  to  Sun  and  Earth, 
But  ever  feeling  that  a lengthening  chain 
Bound  fast  his  heart  to  Her  he  left  behind  ; 

It  dragged  and  dragged  and  heavier  it  grew 
The  higher  he  ascended,  trudging  o’er 
The  road  he  came  by  with  Otohime 
Three  years  agone,  nay,  three  long  centuries. 
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PART  FIVE 

Merrily,  merrily  pass  the  flying  hours 
With  laugh  and  song  and  dance  accompanied. 

For  ^tis  the  Festival  of  Harvest-home 
The  peasants  most  devoutly  keep  for  joy 
Because  the  gods  have  graciously  vouchsafed 
A plenteous  harvest  from  the  well-tilled  fields, 

And  from  the  teeming  sea  abundant  gain. 
Therefore  before  their  guardian  deity, 

The  grateful  villagers  have  gathered  now 
To  offer  their  thanksgivings,  as  is  meet. 

Clad  in  their  gayest  plumage,  young  and  old, 
Come  up  together  to  the  newbuilt  shrine. 

With  porcelain  new-tiled,  and  every  part 
So  fresh  and  white  and  clean  one  almost  feared 
To  breathe  lest  mortal  breath  should  foully  stain 
The  sacred  dwelling  of  th^  immaculate  gods. 
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Merrily,  merrily,  pass  the  flying  hours 
While  all  the  peasants  tread  the  saered  dance. 
Both  men  and  women,  maids  and  stalwart  youths. 
The  little  children  too,  and  e’en  the  old. 
Forgetting  their  grey  hairs  and  stifiened  limbs. 
And  but  remembering  that  in  bygone  years 
They  used  to  foot  it  featly,  join  the  ring. 

Then  to  the  measured  thunder  of  the  drum 
And  the  ear-piercing  shrilling  of  the  flutes. 

They  move  in  a large  circle  round  the  court 
Of  the  great  Temple,  singing  loud  and  sweet 
Some  rustic  air  and  as  they  glide  around 
They  wave  their  gracile  hands  now  to  the  right. 
Now  to  the  left,  and  then  in  front  they  mark 
With  clappings  soft  the  rhythm  of  the  dance. 

And  in  the  intervals  when  from  the  dance 
They  rest,  the  little  children  all  delight 
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In  merry  pranks,  their  elders  not  aloof, 

But  patently  abetting.  The  sweet  maids 
Gather  together  in  such  dainty  groups 
So  beautiful  the  swains  are  bashful  all, 

And  though  full  valiant  in  intent  and  mind 
Their  valour  oozes  from  their  feet  and  makes 
Them  stand  abashed  and  dump  and  far  from  those 
Who  fain  would  have  them  nearer.  But,  at  last, 
Enheartened  by  enticing  glances,  one 
More  bold  or  rash  invades  a giggling  group. 

And  masterfully  seizes  Her  his  heart 
Is  set  upon,  and  carries  Her  away 
For  lollipops  of  sugar  and  of  words. 

Ensuing  his  example  others  gain 
Their  chosen  maidens.  All  is  gaiety. 
Light-heartedness  and  freedom  from  all  care. 
Heartsease  and  Laughter  lord  it  o’er  the  scene. 
The  gods  are  kind,  the  simple  people  glad 
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And  full  of  gratitude  for  benefits 

Bestowed  throughout  the  year  so  quickly  gone. 

Sudden  into  this  jocund  gathering 
Intruded  one,  all  alien,  dressed  in  robes 
That  were  the  fashion  some  three  hundred  years 
Before.  None  present  there  had  ever  set 
Their  living  eyes  on  garments  like  to  these 
Save  in  the  limnings  of  the  antic  time. 

There  were  who  smiled  at  this  fantastic  guise. 
Deeming  ’twas  donned  in  merry  jape,  belike. 

By  one  who  wished  in  some  way  to  increase 
The  common  pleasure  on  that  happy  day. 

Until  their  gaze  lit  on  his  wondering  gaze, 
Perplexed  and  sad.  His  countenance  was  pale. 
His  frame  was  lean  and  spare  ; but  in  his  mien 
Men  read  a noble  soul,  one  who  had  sought 
For  wisdom  and  for  pow’r  to  benefit 
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His  kind,  not  valuing  himself  one  jot 
But  spending  all  for  man  without  reward. 

Dumfounded  and  amazed,  the  people  thronged 
Around  the  carl  and  scanned  him  head  to  foot. 
Each  asking  other  who  this  birdalone 
And  unked  one  might  be,  speaking  in  hushed 
And  timorous  wise  for  fear  lest  he  should  be 
Some  fearful  wizard  from  a foreign  shore. 

He  looking  gently  round,  then  oped  his  lips. 

And  asked  if  any  there  did  know  of  one 
Right  Jo,  and  Uba  was  his  wife,  who  erst 
Had  dwelt  there  in  that  place  and  was  the  sire 
And  she  the  mother  of  Urashima 
Taro,  a youngling  who  had  disappeared 
Quite  suddenly  one  morn  from  all  men’s  ken. 

All  shook  their  doubtful  heads  since  of  his  tongue 
Scarce  could  they  comprehend  a single  word. 
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The  stranger  spake  the  language  of  an  age 
Long  hidden  in  the  dim,  forgotten  past, 

And  e’en  the  oldest  grandsire  of  them  all 
Had  scant  remembrance  of  its  forms  and  turns. 
Then  somehow,  all  at  once,  and  why  none  knew. 
The  villagers  elsewhither  moved  away 
And  left  the  gangrel  to  his  loneliness. 

Nigh  weeping-ripe,  with  none  to  solace  him. 

Urashima,  with  all  his  senses  stunned. 

This  way  and  that  did  stare  and  strove  to  find 
Some  answer  to  the  puzzle.  All  was  strange. 
And  yet  this  should  be  his  familiar  haunt 
Where  he  had  dreamed  away  his  childish  days. 
Yes,  certes,  this  was  Yosa  Bay,  and  there 
Ama-no-hashi-date  as  of  yore, 

With  his  old  friends,  the  lovely  dancing  pines. 

A sudden  thrill  of  anguish  strikes  his  heart. 
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For  lo  ! upon  the  very  spot  where  once 

His  humble  home  had  stood,  he  now  doth  see 

The  lordly  mansion  of  some  man  of  mark. 

The  stately  portals  and  the  hedges  trim 

And  neatly  clipped  proclaim  the  well-filled  purse. 

The  vista  which  the  street  affords,  that,  too, 

Is  wholly  strange,  and  nowise  brings  to  mind 
The  olden  village  that  he  knew  so  well. 

The  dogs  bark  fiercely  at  him,  terrified 
As  are  the  villagers  by  this  strange  wight 
Dressed  in  such  ancient  and  forgotten  weeds  ; 

His  speech,  too,  with  its  oldworld  tones,  to  them 

Seemed  but  the  jargon  of  an  outland  folk. 

Urashima  was  grieved  that  one  and  all 

Should  shrink  away,  that  no  one  was  guest-kind. 

He  greatly  longed  to  question  them  about 

The  changes  manifold  and  wonderful 

He  saw  in  every  place  and  thing,  for,  sooth 


70 


THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 


To  tell,  naught  was  there  left  in  any  wise 
Like  to  the  fashion  that  he  knew  of  old 
When  life  was  young  and  he  had  yearned  for  peace— 
Whieh  now  he  spurned — and  he  had  learnt  the  lore 
Of  trees  and  waves  upon  that  selfsame  strand. 

But  now  where  whilom  he  had  friends  and  foes, 
He  stood  an  utter  stranger,  known  to  none. 

Forlorn  and  sad,  with  no  one  kind  enough 
To  answer  any  question  he  would  ask, 

Urashima  strayed  aimlessly  about. 

Seeking  were  it  but  one  slight  souvenance  dear 
Of  childhood^s  days.  As  thus  he  tristful  paced, 

His  slow  step  brought  him  nigh  unto  a shrine 
Which  he  had  known  a simple,  moss-stained  fane. 
Now  he  saw  before  him  stand  indeed 
A shrine,  but  how  magnificent  a one  ! 

The  stately  curved  roof  that  topped  the  gate 
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Was  proudly  borne  on  giant  pillars  ten 
Of  cedar  strong  and  perdurable,  stained 
A rich  vermilion.  Granite  flags  below 
Already  worn  by  countless  passing  feet 
Led  worshipping  believers  where  they  might 
Attract  the  god^s  attention  by  great  strokes 
Upon  the  brazen  gong  immense  that  hung 
High  o^er  the  templets  porch,  with  cable  stout, 
Braided  most  featly  thick  and  strong  and  black — 
Amazing  proof  of  woman’s  love  and  faith  ! — 

Of  many  pious  matrons’  tresses  long, 

Who  offered  thus,  their  gratitude  to  prove. 

The  matchless,  raven  glory  of  their  heads  ! 

With  faltering  steps  and  slow,  Urashinia 
Passed  wonderingly  through  the  lofty  gate 
And  drew  the  gaze  of  all  the  merry  throng 
Gathered  to  spend  the  feast-day  of  the  god. 
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Not  one  in  all  that  crowd  did  recognize 
The  sadbrowed  wayfarer  so  oddly  clad. 

With  eyes  and  mouth  agape  they  stared  at  him 
Or  one  another  in  mute  questioning, 

All  wondering  what  dire  evi!  this  might  bode! — - 
Was  he  the  portent  of  a day  of  doom, 

Or  did  his  coming  mean  a Golden  Age  ? 

New-old  he  seemed  to  all,  for  in  his  frame 
And  in  his  ruddy  countenance  he  bore 
The  very  image  of  fresh-blooming  Youth. 

But  why  wore  he.  apparel  so  unique, 

Outlandish,  quaint,  fantastic,  out  of  date  ? 

Was  he  a mummer,  then,  by  soine  chance  come 
To  add  to  their  enjoyment,  or  was  he 
A lonely  soul  beloved  of  the  gods 
And  therefore  all  unfit  for  earthly  life  ? 


Eftsoon  a venerable  village  sage 
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Came  totteringly  down  the  lane  the  crowd 
Made  quickly  for  him  since  they  held  him  dear 
And  wise  beyond  the  lave,  and  eke  they  knew 
Stored  in  his  hoary  head  capacious 
Lay  hid  the  archives  of  the  country-side. 

With  trembling  shrivelled  fingers,  on  his  nose 
He  placed  his  horn-rimmed  goggles  that  he  might 
The  better  see  this  stranger  strangely  garbed. 
Closely  he  peered  both  at  his  face  and  at 
His  raiment  of  an  olden  day,  and  when 
The  stranger  made  to  speak,  he  raised  his  hand 
And  curved  it  to  his  ear  like  one  who’s  deaf. 
Then  as  he  caught  a word  or  two,  here,  there. 
Of  what  Urashima  in  anxious  hope 
Poured  forth,  ^^Ay,  ay,”  he  nodded,  ^That  is  so  ; 
Ah  ! yes,  I know  that  tale.  When  I was  young. 
My  father’s  father’s  father  told  it  me. 

And  if  you’d  like  to  hear  it,  listen  well.” 
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Thus  in  a piping  voice  the  old  man  spake 
And  every  head  bent  t’ward  him,  closing  in 
To  hear  the  story  of  Urashima. 
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PART  SIX 

this  same  village  dwelt  an  honest  pair 
Three  hundred  years  ago,  and  they  were  named 
Dame  Uba,  Goodman  Jo  ; and  all  who  knew 
The  worthy  couple — farmer,  fisherman. 

Or  high  official  of  the  government — 

Respected  them,  ay,  reverenced  the  twain 
So  charitable,  kind  and  good  to  all. 

No  fault  at  all  was  there  in  them,  except — 

If  fault,  such  dire  misfortune  could  be  termed  ; 

And  priests  had  said  that  barren  wombs  were  not 
Of  any  kin  at  all  to  human  kind — 

That  they  had  ne^er  a son  to  immolate 
Upon  the  altar  of  stern  patriotism, — 

If  such  a need  should  rise— or  be  a staff 
And  lantern  to  their  feet  when  fell  the  snows 
Of  eld,  and  they  could  walk  no  more  alone. 
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Many  a time  they  keenly  jealous  felt 
Of  any  family  with  sturdy  sons, 

Those  messengers  of  happiness  who  come 
With  gladsome  tribute  of  peculiar  joy 
And  heart-refreshing  laughter  ; should  they  bring, 
Howe’er,  grim  misery  and  pain, — well,  then. 

The  dearer  are  they  to  the  foolish  hearts 
Of  trusting  parents.  Jo  and  Uba  lived 
A lonely,  lonely,  lonely  childless  life. 

He,  when  he’d  past  his  prime,  gave  up  all  hope ; 
But  Uba  yearned  to  give  a son  to  Jo, 

And  therefore  to  the  village  shrine  she  went 
To  make  her  prayers  to  the  guardian-god. 
Beseeching  him,  the  Dragon-king,  that  he 
Would  graciously  vouchsafe  to  lend  his  ears 
To  what  she  asked,  and  of  his  grace,  to  her 
Old  age  a son  bestow,  to  be  the  pride 
And  joy  of  her  loved  partner.  So,  full  one 
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And  twenty  days  she  haunted  without  pause 
The  temple  precincts,  earnestly  each  day, 

With  bended  knee  importunate  and  hands 
In  agony  of  supplication  clasped, 

She  made  her  orisons  in  manner  fixt 
By  immemorial  custom  in  the  thorp 
In  those  so  far-off-days,  and  begged  the  boon 
That  would  so  glorify  her  husband  dear, 

And  crown  her  with  a joy,  that  all  the  world 
Would  stare  in  loud  amaze  and  call  her  blessed. 

‘^Her  prayer  was  granted  and  a son  was  born 
Bringing  glad  morning  to  her  humble  home. 

*^0n  the  one  and  twentieth  day  the  child  was 
brought 

To  be  presented  at  the  very  shrine 

Where  Faith  and  Love  persistent  conquered  fate, 
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With  retinue  of  marvelling  kin  and  friends 
And  all  the  awestruck  villagers,  for  sooth 
Not  one  but  was  astonied  at  a birth 
So  much  at  variance  with  the  laws  that  rule 
•The  genesis  of  the  Lords  of  Earth.  Therefore 
A numerous  escort  had  the  Wonder-child 
Upon  his  miya-mairi,^  when  he  went 
To  pay  his  devoirs  to  the  Dragon-king— 

A rite  which  still  is  current.  He  was  dressed 
In  gayest  silk  with  long  and  swinging  sleeves, 
And  in  his  sash  he  bore  a tiny  sword. 
Inviolable  badge  of  Loyalty 
And  honour  undefiled.  All  you  who  list 
My  words  know  well  what  this  important  rite. 
This  wiya-mairi,  means  : how  that  the  sire 
Doth  pledge  his  word  to  ofi'er  up  his  son 
At  any  crisis  for  his  country’s  good ; 


* Miya-matri=:  present a,tion  of  the  child  at  the  parish-temple. 
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And  that  the  mother  pours  forth  grateful  praise 
In  that  she  has  the  wondrous  happiness 
To  be  the  mother  of  a manchild  strong. 

And  thus  in  strict  accordance  with  the  code 
Which  even  now  doth  govern  us  though  thrice 
A hundred  years  have  come  and  gone,  the  two 
Their  vows  and  prayers  performed  and  naught 
forgot. 

‘^With  loud  rejoicings  all  his  kith  and  kin 
Congratulated  Urashima  on 
His  reaching  his  fifth  birthday,  when  they  all 
Assembled  and  performed  th’  hakarna-giy^ 

That  memorable  day  when  first  he  donned 
The  manly  hakama  and  girt  the  sword, 

* Hakama-gi=GQTe^monj  of  putting  on  the  Hakama  (divided  skirts  worn 
by  men  on  occasions  of  ceremony)  for  the  first  time  on  reaching  the 
age  of  five  years,  showing  that  now  he  was  to  be  under  his  father’s  care 
and  tuition,  having  been  till  then  looked  after  by  his  mother. 
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In  token  that  perchance  in  days  to  come, 

If  need  arose,  he’d  draw  and  use  it  well 
To  serve  his  country  and  his  ancestors  ; 

And  that  henceforth  from  all  he  should  receive 
Such  honour  and  respect  as  was  his  due ; 

And  also  for  a sign  that  he  must  now 
Begin  to  learn  his  letters  and  the  trade 
Belonging  to  his  House  since  Time  began  ; 

And  withal  he  must  learn  to  use  the  blade 
He  wears  upon  his  thigh,  against  the  day 
When  he  may  be  called  cmt  to  serve  his  lord 
And  fight  e’en  unto  death  for  fatherland. 

“A  decade  swiftly  sped  of  studious  years. 

And  once  again  the  wheel  of  Time  brought  round 
The  day  whereon  just  fifteen  years  before, 
Urashima  first  saw  the  rising  sun. 

As  they  had  done  umwhile,  again  his  kin, 
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Admiring  friends  and  gaping  village-folk 
Assembled  at  his  house.  The  magistrate, 
Renowned  through  all  the  countryside  because 
He  treated  high  and  low  alike,  nor  e^er 
Betrayed  the  weak  by  cringing  to  the  strong. 
Was  there  in  all  his  robes  and  shared  the  seat 
Of  honour  with  his  reverence  the  Priest, 

The  man  beloved  most  by  young  and  old 

Of  either  sex,  for  he  in  very  deed 

■ 

Was  of  Benevolence  the  Avatar, 

The  Father  of  his  flock,  and  e^en  of  those 
Without  the  fold,  so  full  was  he  of  love. 

Now  both  these  magnates  wishing  to  proclaim 
To  all  the  world  their  high  respect,  esteem 
And  admiration  for  the  agM  pair, 

Apparently  so  blest  and  glorified 

By  their  dread  guardian-god,  the  Dragon-king, 

Had  gladly  come  to  take  a leading  part 
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In  that  day’s  weighty  ceremonial. 

The  guests  forgathered  duly  in  the  house 
Of  Jo  and  Uba,  and  on  zabuton^ 

Of  silk  befitting  the  occasion,  sat 
According  to  the  rank  of  each,  and  then 
Began  the  rite  which  still  obtains  with  us. 

With  every  necessary  form  observed 
Appointed  by  the  ritual  for  that 
Momentous  day’s  essential  sacrament 
Significant  and  solemn,  Gembuku  hight — 

The  Shaving  of  the  Forelock  left  unshorn 
Since  he  w^as  but  a babe  ; that  done,  the  name 
He  bore  in  infancy  resigned,  a new 
And  manly  one  adopted.  Thenceforth  he 
Was  known  to  all  as  XJrashima  Taro. 

Now  having  put  by  all  his  childish  toys, 


* Zabuton=sc^2iXQS  of  wadded  cotton  or  silk  whereon  to  sit,  or  as  Lafcadio 
Hearn  puts  it,  kneeling-cushions. 


URASHIMA 


83 


He  was  accounted  to  have  reached  the  age 
And  stature  of  a man  full  grown,  in  mind 
As  much  as  in  his  lissom  figure  slim, 

And  all  men  treated  him  as  one  with  them. 

‘*In  carriage  stately,  beautiful  and  tall 
Was  he,  his  parent’s  utter  joy  and  pride, 

Who  had  been  erstwhile  jealous  of  those  blest 
With  numerous  stalwart  sons,  but  now  they  thought 
With  pity  on  them  all  who  had  no  lad 
Like  their  own  Taro.  But  the  gods  who  give 
Unwillingly  to  mortals  what  they  ask, 

Permit  their  pride  and  ignorance  to  bring 

Upon  their  heads  the  fate  they  would  have  ’scaped 

If  they  had  yielded  to  the  wiser  plan 

Of  the  high  gods  who  shield  us  from  all  harm 

If  we  do  naught  to  let  or  stay  their  will. 

One  fatal  morning  Taro  went  his  way 
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To  the  beach  avS  was  his  daily  custom  then, 

But  in  his  eyes  when  he  returned  that  morn 
The  shadow  of  a vision  could  be  seen 
By  those  had  eyes  to  see  ; that  was  the  lure 
That  led  him  far  away  from  home  and  friends. 

^^Taro  was  changed  thenceforward  ; where  he’d  been 
Most  kindly  and  considerate  to  his 
Old  parents  he  became  neglectful,  rude. 

And  took  to  loitering  and  rambling  nights 
And  days  among  the  pine-trees  on  the  shore. 

Or  rowing  on  the  sea,  sometimes  a week 
Or  more  without  a mite  to  eat.  Indeed 
The  neighbours  in  their  ignorance  affirmed 
That  he  was  by  an  unknown  spirit  fed. 

The  rumour  spread  and  in  the  spreading  grew 
Most  monstrous  till  at  last  there  were  who  said 
They’d  seen  a cacodemon  fell,  with  horns 
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Most  terrible,  upon  young  Taro  wait 
With  loathsome-looking  vessels  full  of  blood, 

And  ghastly  flames  uncanny  danced  upon 
The  shimmering  surface  of  that  hellmade  broth. 

^^But  his  fond  parents  listened  not  a whit 
To  any  who  spake  ill  of  their  dear  son, 

Because,  of  course,  Twas  natural  that  they 

Should  be  the  very,  very  last  to  think 

Their  son  could  be  found  wanting.  Till  impressed 

A little — very  little — by  the  fact 

That  all  the  village  held  his  wheels  of  life 

Were  out  of  gear  and  did  not  smoothly  run, 

They  gently  warned  him  to  be  wary,  since 
The  neighbours  were  beginning  to  remark 
His  distrait  air  and  general  carelessness. 

But  more  and  more  deluded  by  his  strange 
Infatuation  for  the  phantom,  dupe 
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Of  a fantastic  vision  in  tlie  clouds, 

He  paid  no  heed  whatever  to  the  prayers 
And  pleadings  of  old  Jo  and  Uba  ; but 
Went  on  his  way  serenely,  without  haste, 

And  without  rest,  and  daily  grew  more  pale. 
More  lean,  till  one  bright  day  he  disappeared ; 
And  every  one  supposed  that  he  was  drowned, 
In  a sudden  fit  of  madness,  in  the  sea 
Of  Yosa.  Ah  ! his  agM  parents  died, 
Withouten  any  doubt,  of  broken  hearts.” 
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PART  SEVEN 

Urashima  was  horror-struck,  unmanned  ; 

And  as  he  heard  the  garrulous  greybeard’s  tale, 
Within  his  mind  arose  a mighty  storm 
Of  passion-tost  emotions  surging  wild 
In  violent  turbillion,  whirling  round 
And  dashing  him  this  way  and  that  till  he 
Was  shaken  to  the  center  of  his  being. 

Heavy,  his  tortured  heart  sank  down,  down. 

As  doth  a plummet  in  the  sea’s  abyss  ; 

The  bitter  waters  of  despair  swept  o’er 
His  blighted  hopes.  As  in  a glass  most  dim 
Or  like  a man  in  dream,  uncertain,  vague. 

He  ’gan  to  realize  the  ill  he’d  wrought, 

The  wrong  he’d  done,  the  sorrow  that  he  had 
Upon  his  doting  parents  brought,  so  kind 
And  loving  and  so  proud  of  that  fair  son. 
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The  boon  wrung  from  the  gods  by  strenuous 
prayer. 

And  as  his  thoughts  flew  backward  o’er  the  years, 
He  saw  how  short,  how  passing  short,  he’d  fall’n 
Of  doing  but  the  duty  which  he  owed 
To  parents  and  to  neighbours  and  to  friends. 

And  through  his  heart  a sharper  pang  shot  keen — 

His  heart  already  lacerated,  wrung 

With  dole  unmitigable  ; and  remorse 

Ineffable  henceforward  him  possessed 

To  be  his  copesmate  whiles  that  he  should  haunt 

The  ghostly  glimpses  of  the  dismal  moon. 

When  at  long  last  the  village  grandsire  ceased, 

A wondering  silence  all  the  listeners  gripped, 

Till  Urashima  vouched  that  he  it  was 
Of  whom  the  tale  was  told  ; he  was  that  son 
Unfilial,  who,  allured  by  visions  strange 
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And  wonderful,  forsook  his  parents  dear, 

And  disappeared  from  ken  of  home  and  friends, 
Pursuing  hard,  unmindful  of  himself, 

'The  beckoning  vision  as  it  sped  before, 

Deep  down,  into  the  very  heart  penetralia 
Of  the  emerald  sea,  so  many  years  agone. 

How  many  it  might  be  he  could  not  tell. 

A storm  of  laughter  greeted  Tarots  speech. 

For  those  who  heard  deemed  him  a crazy  fool, 
And  mocked  and  jeered  and  laughed  at  all  he  said  ; 
Had  ever  one  of  woman  born  been  known 
To  live  three  hundred  years  on  this  our  earth, 

And  what  was  more,  still  to  be  young  and  strong 
In  frame,  his  face  unlined,  with  naught  to  show 
That  he  had  so  surpassed  man^s  span  of  life  ? 

Nay,  never.-  Not  a single  wight  believed 
Of  all  the  crowd  that  vilifended  him, 


90 


THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 


Not  one  had  any  sympathy  nor  ruth. 

And  so,  perforce,  he  held  his  peace,  since  words 
Were  wasted  on  such  torpid,  stolid  dolts. 

Mere  lumps  of  earth,  no  flicker  of  a spark 
Of  fire  divine  to  tell  that  they  had  minds. 

With  heart  nigh  bursting.  Taro,  stricken  soul. 
Unhappy,  miserable,  turned  away. 

He  turned  away  to  rid  himself  of  those 
Who  gibed  and  flouted  him.  He  left  the  shrine 
And  once  more  through  the  streets  reluctantly 
He  bent  his  steps.  Agen  the  passers-by, 

And  those  who  gossiped  idly  at  the  doors 
Were  puzzled  some,  affrighted  some — all 
In  great  astonishment  stared  hard  at  that 
Strange  figure.  Mongrels,  picking  up  a scant 
Existence  from  the  garbage  on  the  roads, 

At  that  infraction  of  ‘^good  usage’^  barked 
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With  hideous  note.  Honest  watchdogs  joined 
In  hearty  chorus  as  they  eyed*  the  queer, 
Unnatural  human  in  newfangled  garb. 

Slowly  the  outcast,  heavy-hearted,  sad. 

Overladen  with  sorrow,  went  his  careless  way. 
Holding  his  precious  box  tight  ’neath  his  arm, 
While  thoughtless  children  jested  at  his  heels. 

His  thoughts  flew  swiftly  from  the  wretched  Now 
To  that  so  lovely  Past  beneath  the  sea, 

Where  with  his  princess  Otohime  fair 
He  dwelt  in  her  resplendent  halls,  and  love. 

And  joy  and  peace  encompassed  them  what  time 
From  morn  till  eve  he  heard  but  melodies 
Of  kindness  and  affection  deep  and  true. 

And  ne^er  a note  of  harshness  intervened 
To  mar  the  sweetness  of  that  dwelling-place. 
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Without  intention  he  approaehed  the  sands 
Where  he  had  spent  so  many  eager  hours 
In  early  youth,  and  found  unchanged  the  scene — 
The  glittering  wavelets  murmured  still,  the  trees 
Susurrant  response  made.  He,  he  alone 
Was  changed  and  could  no  longer  read  the  runes 
Of  waves  and  pines  and  gently  ruffling  winds. 

He  sat  him  down  upon  the  silver  sand 
Where  he  had  builded  in  his  childhood  days 
Imposing  castles  and  strong  fortresses. 

And  gazed  into  the  sea  as  though  he  would 
By  gazing  reach  the  lady  of  his  heart 
And  in  her  love  find  solace  for  his  woe. 

Before  he  sought  the  palace  ’neath  the  blue. 

He  looked  with  sad  remembrance  on  the  scene 
So  dear  to  him,  that  scene  to  which  he  owed 
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His  growth  to  manhood — there  the  shimmering 
waves 

Still  lapped  the  shore  whereon  the  shining  sand 
In  merry  flirts  still  wantoned  with  the  winds  ; 

The  moss-grown  pine-trees  in  a myriad  shapes 
Still  offered  quaint  refreshment  to  the  eye, 

And  in  the  dimming  distance  he  could  glimpse 
Ama-no-hashi-date  beautiful — 

That  broken  bridge  that  erst  bound  earth  to 
heaven. 

He  gazed  his  fill,  then  slowly  rose,  and  cast 
A backward  glance  upon  the  noisy  town 
(^Twas  but  a simple  village  in  those  days) 

Where  three  long  centuries  before  he  had 
First  oped  his  eyes  on  Nature^s  pageant  grand. 
Then  to  the  water^s  edge  he  strolled  to  fare, 

As  once  before,  along  the  wave-hid  road 
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To  Otohime  waiting  in  her  home 
For  her  young  lover,  and  with  joy  he  thought 
Of  the  warm  welcome  she  would  gladly  make 
When  he  returned,  for  ever,  to  her  arms. 

Thus  thinking  he  lightheartedly  stepped  in 
Expecting  that  the  sea  would  open  up 
And  let  him  travel  by  the  ancient  way 
The  sea-gods  used.  Urashima,  ah,  woe  ! 

Was  human,  tainted  by  his  stay  on  earth. 
Therefore,  alas  ! the  waters  would  not  yield, 
Try  as  he  might  with  this  charm  or  with  that. 
Calling  intensely  on  Otohime, 

But  all  in  vain,  in  vain,  no  answer  came. 
Delirious,  frantic,  panic-struck,  forfairn. 

He  came  nigh  being  swept  away  and  drowned 
Ere  he  would  cease  from  trying  to  descend 
Into  the  troubled  depths  as  he  had  done 
When  he  was  but  a stripling  and  intent 
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On  seeking  out  the  phantom  of  his  dreams. 

Urashima,  woe-stricken,  crushed,  was  pale 
As  death  ; his  heart  benumbed  was  icy  cold. 

He  thought  himself  accursed,  fordone,  forhowed 
By  gods  and  men.  He  shivered,  trembled,  panted, 
For  he,  in  truth  was  utterly  forswonk. 

In  bitterness  of  mind  he  called  himself 
A feckless  dupe,  a corbie-messenger. 

Dark  was  his  world,  without  a single  hope. 

Otohime  was  now  shut  off  for  aye 

By  a mighty  wall  of  water  and  of  waves. 

Among  that  core  of  men  no  friend  had  he. 

No  bield,  no  biding,  what  was  he  to  do  ? 

Men  were  for  him  too  harsh  and  too  unkind. 

And  young-old  Taro  once  more  found  himself 
In  dernful  atramental  loneliness. 
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Even  as  he  had  done  but  three  years  back, 

(As  in  his  folly  he  had  thought  the  time 

Before  his  lady  had  explained  the  why 

And  what  and  when  to  his  disheartened  awe), 

E’en  so  in  this  black  hour  of  bitter  loss 

And  utter  wanhope  Taro  did.  Upon 

The  spot,  the  very  spot,  where  he  had  stood 

That  happy  day,  he  stood  and  stared  deep  down 

Into  the  ocean-depths— for  he  had  lore 

Which  far  surpassed  the  lave’s — as  though  he  fain 

Would  look  on  that  for  which  he  deeply  yearned, 

The  stately  palace  of  Otohime, 

Where  she,  with  patience,  was  impatiently 

Awaiting  his  return, — his  aching  eyes 

Saw  only  water  crystal-clear  and  blue 

And  not  a single  grateful  gleam  to  glad 

His  breaking  heart.  From  him  had  virtue  gone. 

His  sea-like  purity  was  grossly  stained 
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By  contact  with  the  earth  and  earthbonnd  souls, 
And  so  no  longer  any  powV  at  all 
Had  he  to  make  the  willing  waters  yield 
A path  to  him.  He  was  cut  off  from  love 
And  home  forever.  All  that  he  had  now 
To  cheer  his  weary  life  was  that  strange  box 
Otohime  had  given  him  at  his 
Departure,  and  the  image  dear  and  sweet 
Of  his  Beloved  well  and  truly  limned 
On  MemTy^s  tablets,  and  he  would  forget 
Never,  ah  ! never,  her  graceful,  gracious  form  ; 
Her  flute-like,  soothing  voice  that  filled  all  space 
With  softest  melody  ; those  glorious  orbs 
That  shone  resplendent,  brighter  far  than  gem 
From  Ind  or  Afric,  since  they  were  informed 
And  animated  by  her  godlike  soul. 

Nor  would  he  e’er  forget  her  gentle  deeds, — 

For  all  she  was  and  all  she  did  were  graved 
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Right  deeply  in  his  inmost  heart  and  in 
His  exile  these  would  cheer  the  dreary  while 
That  seemed  to  lie  before  him,  ere  release 
Should  come  to  free  him  from  the  chains  of  earth. 

Now  more  than  ever  needed  he  the  care 
Of  the  woman  whom  he  loved  and  who,  although 
She  was  the  daughter  of  a king  whose  realm 
Was  boundless  as  the  sea,  whose  might  could 
shake 

And  shatter  into  fragments  all  the  most 
Puissant  kingdoms  of  the  earth,  loved  him, 

Him,  Taro,  who  was  but  a fisherlad. 

Still  lord  or  boor  high  queen  or  quean.  Love  rules. 
And  in  His  courts  all  men  are  equal,  free. 

Quite  void  was  ancient  Tarots  youthful  mind 
Of  everything  except  Otohime, 

And  so  regardless  of  the  warning  words 
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She  spake  on  parting,  that  inside  the  box 
He  never  must  look  in,  he  opened  it, 

And  as  the  lid  was  lifted,  lo  ! behold  ! 

A faint,  thin  vapour  slowly  rose  in  folds. 

And  out  of  it  there  gleamed  the  pale  sad  face 
Of  Tarots  alderliefest  who  upon 
That  fragile  carpet  sitting  disappeared 
With  sorrowful  reluctance,  yet  her  eyes 
Rayed  silent  farewells  in  strange  hope  on  his  ; 

And  ere  he  had  recovered  from  the  shock. 

The  sudden  stupefaction,  and  put  forth 
A useless  hand  to  stay  her  fated  flight. 

Far  oVt  the  sea  she  sailed,  and  then 
By  dim  degrees  and  ever  growing  less. 

Vanished  for  ave  into  the  distant  blue. 

And  left  him  standing  on  the  empty  shore 
With  hands  in  fruitless  yearning  still  outstretched. 
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With  fearful  suddenness  old  age  attacked 
Three  centuries-old  Taro,  furrowing 
Deep  wrinkles  on  his  youthful,  unlined  face. 

Making  his  glossy  raven  hair  snow-white. 

Gnawing  away  the  strength  from  back  and  loins. 
So  that  he  was  unable  to  sustain 
Upright  his  body  suddenly  age-worn  ; 

Upon  the  beach  he  crumbled  in  a heap. 

Falling  upon  the  sand  beneath  the  pines 
Whose  whisperings  vague  he  used  to  listen  to 
Beside  the  waves  still  murmuring  in  his  ear. 

He  raised  his  tired  head  and  listened  hard 
To  the  mystic  message  brought  by  waves  and  trees. 
And  now  indeed  at  last  was  all  made  clear. 

The  cryptic  runes  no  longer  hid  the  tale 
That  they  desired  to  tell  ; his  patience  long 
Had  won  its  guerdon,  for  to  him  was  now 
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The  truth  revealed  in  its  simplicity. 

And  as  a haze  arose  and  shrouded  him 
From  mortal  eyes  forever,  on  his  face 
There  shone  a joy  triumphant,  and  new  hope 
Irradiated  all  his  countenance. 

And  with  the  vanishment  of  that  thin  haze, 
Urashima  did  also  disappear. 

The  golden  sun  resplendent  shone  above  ; 

The  dancing  pines  swayed  tenderly  about 
As  if  in  search  of  him,  their  fere  of  old  ; 

The  silver  waters  rippled  on  the  shore  ; 

And  in  the  distance,  solitary,  grand, 
Ama-no-hashi-date  stands  to  point 
Unseeing  mortals  to  the  Gate  of  Heav’n. 
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FINALE 

WHISPERS  OF  THE  WAVES. 

All  along  the  shore-line  all  the  world  around, 
Every  wave  is  whispering  to  the  myriad  sand ; 

Sasa-rara-sasa,  thus  they  seem  to  sound 

In  the  ears  of  mortals  who  cannot  understand. 

Sasa-sasa-rasa,  rasa-sarasa, — 

Musically  murmuring  with  a gentle  hiss  : 

Rasa-rara-sasa,  sara-sasasa — 

Runes  of  mystic  meaning,  messengers  of  bliss. 

He  that  hath  ears  to  hear,  now  let  him  hear 
The  daily  message  brought  by  waves  to  man. 

The  shrill  vibrating  sands,  they,  too,  do  bear 
The  selfsame  hest  since  sin  on  earth  began. 

The  mighty  winds  have  blandly  breathed  the  tale 
In  sweet  seductive  zephyrs  that  might  win 
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All  hearts  to  listen,  or  in  hideous  gale 

Have  roared  it  out  to  all  with  frightful  din. 

Sasa-rara-sasa  ! Hearken  all  who  can  ! 

Thus  the  waves  are  whispering  all  around  Japan. 

*^From  the  black  deeps  of  Ocean’s  abysses, 

From  the  uttermost  bounds  of  the  earth, 

Where  the  blue  of  the  heavens  gives  kisses 
To  the  blue  of  the  sea  in  its  mirth. 

We  come  now  with  mystical  tidings 
To  man  living  careless  and  free. 

As  well  as  to  him  whose  fond  strivings 
For  good  make  the  gods  glad  to  see. 
Sometimes  with  a roaring  and  crashing 
Our  message  we  shout  out  to  all ; 

Sometimes  in  the  bright  sunlight  flashing 
We  whisper  the  tender  recall. 


104 


THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 


The  Bridge  that  joined  gods  and  weak  mortals 
Was  broken  by  evil  and  sin, 

But  wide  open  still  stand  heav’n’s  portals 
To  let  the  righteous  come  in. 

All  men  who  fain  would  fare  upward 
Where  the  high  gods  dwell  ever  in  bliss, 

The  message  we  bear  is  to  you-ward 
The  message  of  hope  is  just  this  : 

“Ye  who  would  harken 
To  God  the  Good-giver : 

Build  ye  the  bridge. 

The  High-Floating  Bridge — 
Ama-no-uki-hashi — 

From  Earth  unto  Heaven  ; 

But  not  by  the  Bay 
Of  Yosa  that  lies 
In  the  Sea  of  Wakasa. 
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Lay  the  foundation 
Of  your  souPs  salvation 
Upon  your  hearthstone, 

To  lift  your  home  upward 
And  draw  heaven  downward. 
Toil  on  with  clean  hands 
And  hearts  pure  and  true  ; 
Peace  lies  in  hard  work 
And  pleasure  in  toil. 
Sasa-rasa~sasa  ! 

‘‘Lay  on  your  blows 
With  the  hammer  of  Hope, 
And  drive  in  the  spikes 
Of  Faith  fast  and  firm, 

With  Love  fasten  all — 

Love  for  your  fellows 
To  bind  up  the  timber 
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Of  common  Humanity  ; 

Love  for  your  God 
To  fasten  the  heavenward 
Side  of  the  bridge, — 

Thus  shall  ye  rebuild 
The  link  that  once  joined 
The  blue  heaven  above 
And  the  green  earth  beneath, 
Ere  sin  did  invade 
Man’s  happy  home. 

Steadily,  earnestly. 

Brothers,  toil  on. 

For  labour  brings  happiness 
And  rest  at  the  last. 

Sasa-rara-sasa  ! 

Sasa-rasa 
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Sasa-rara-sasa  ! Hearken  all  who  can  ! 

Thus  the  waves  are  whisp’ring  all  around  Japan. 
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STILL  PURSUING 


A band  of  pilgrims,  following  a Bodhisaftva, 
went  on  a journey  to  the  Land  of  Eternal 
Bliss 

The  way  through  an  ever- widening  desert  was 
rough  and  wild,  the  scene  blank  and  depressing. 

Not  a single  sign  of  verdure  could  be  seen  in 
that  place  of  sand,  nothing  but  desolate  sand 
slowly  swelling  to  desolate  sand.  No  trace  of 
water  was  there,  nor  shadow  of  flying  bird  to 
arrest  the  eyes,  but  a shimmering  — the  dazzling 
yellow  heat  — that  rose  in  front  of  them,  behind 
them,  and  all  al^out  them.  The  hour  was  the 
third  hour  after  noontide,  and  the  sun  beat 
fiercely  down  upon  them. 

They  had  walked  and  walked  since  early  corning 
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on  this  sandy  path — the  sandy  path  that  crumbled 
and  slid  back  under  each  step  and  made  their 
pilgrimage  three  times  harder  and  slower. 
Since  dawn  they  had  seen  nothing  but  sand,  save 
the  cheerless  mockery  of  death  strewn  here  and 
there  — the  ghastly  grinning  teeth  that  gleamed  in 
the  sun  ; the  shattered  skulls,  from  which  hollow 
eyes  stared  at  them  ; the  broken  bare  white  bones 
that  cracked  under  their  feet  like  the  fragments  of 
shell  on  a beach. 

They  were  tired  and  dusty,  dry  and  parched 
now,  barely  supporting  their  toil-worn  forms, 
sweat-dripping,  with  their  staves.  Their  hearts 
were  almost  fainting  away  under  the  exertion  and 
fatigue,  and  many  cast  a backvrard  and  yearning 
gaze  toward  the  horizon  they  had  left  far  behind 
them  since  the  morn. 

^ ‘Tarry  not  thus,  my  children>’^  uged  the  great 
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leader  of  the  band,  ^‘the  goal  we  must  reach  is 
still  far  hence  ! Be  brave,  be  bold,  and  have  faith  ; 
that,  ye  must  never  lose,  for  wavering  man  can 
never  gain  the  Beautiful  Land^of  Eternal  Bliss/’ 

'‘The  journey  is  too  hard,”  plaintively  cried  a 
young  pilgrim,  "the  sun  is  too  merciless,  and  I am 
becoming  exhausted  under  the  heat  and  toil  of  the 
day.  I fear  — unutterably  I fear  — that  my  strength 
is  departing  from  me.” 

"Fear  not,  my  son,”  said  the  Bodhisattva,  "only 
have  faith  ; the  needed  strength  will  be  given  to 
you.  Repeat  the  sacred  text  from  the  Holy 
Sutra  and  follow  me.”  The  great  teacher 
compassionately  led  the  languid  youth  by  the 
hand.  The  rest  followed  the  couple,  repeating 
the  same  sacred  text. 

They  pursued  their  pathless  way  toward  the 
west,  — again  through  the  burning  sand  where  the 
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rising  heat  and  the  smothering  dust  beat  upon 
their  faces  ; treading  unawares,  ever  and  anon,  on 
the  bleaching  bones  that  cracked  under  their  feet  ; 
often  turning  away  their  faces  to  avoid  the 
grinning  teeth  still  tenaciously  holding  on  to  the 
disjointed  jaws  and  the  hollow  eye-sockets  that 
enviously  stared  from  the  broken  skulls  with  sinister 
omen. 

The  Bodhisattva  was  taciturn  and  gave  no  word 
of  cheer ; only  now  and  again  would  he  look 
backward  and  survey  with  compassionate  eyes 
the  toil  worn  wayfarers  who  flocked  after  him. 

As  fatigue  increased  they  gradually  gave  up 
repeating  the  sacred  text,  but  still  shambled  on, 
clinging  to  their  supporting  staves.  To  their 
great  relief,  the  cracking  under  their  feet  had 
ceased,  but  now  they  were  oppressed  by  the  awful 
hush  — the  solitude  intolerable.  The  burden  of 
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their  fatigue  appeared  to  grow  heavier  on  account 
of  the  death-like  silence,  for  silence  is  the 
weightiest  of  all  things. 

Soon  they  began  to  feel  the  influence  of  a strange, 
weird  sensation,  — a vague,  mysterious  sensation  — 
their  hearts  seemed  to  grow  heavy  indeed  as 
though  weighted  suddenly  with  a world  of  woe 
and  to  be  sinking  and  sinking  deeper  and  darker 
into  the  lonely  abyss  of  a fathomless  sea. 

‘‘You  have  toiled  well  all  day,^’  said  the 
Bodhisattva,  “none  has  fallen  out  on  the  way,  to 
add  his  bones  on  the  sand,  to  be  trodden  into 
dust  by  the  next  band  of  pilgrims.  You  have 
leaned  well  on  the  sacred  words  in  the  Holy 
Book  — the  very  source  of  all  your  strength.  Now 
the  heat  is  subsiding,  and  evening  is  drawing  nigh, 
let  us  rest  against  tomorrow’s  toil.  Repeat  again, 
my  children,  the  sacred  words  while  I raise  my 
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staff  heavenward/’  They  did  as  they  were  told, 
and  lo  ! a faint  cloud  burst  forth  from  the  staff 
like  a wreath  ; for  a while  it  hovered  like  a halo 
over  the  head  of  their  leader.  Then  it  grew 
gradually  denser  and  larger  until  it  encompassed 
them  all. 

Before  their  marvelling  was  over,  the  cloud  was 
gently  wafted  away  by  a delicious  zephyr,  which 
they  had  longed  for  since  morning.  And  as  the 
mist  dispersed  and  disappeared  they  beheld  a stately 
gate  with  golden  portals  gleaming  before  them. 
They  marvelled  again,  to  see  a dwelling  standing 
where  they  had  seen  nothing  before  but  wind-tossed 
sand  swelling  and  heaving,  which  stretched  out 
before  them  far  beyond  the  reaeh  of  human  eyes. 

The  Bodhisattva  led  the  train  to  the  gate,  and 
the  portals  gently  opened  to  the  soft  touch  of  his 
staff.  Rich  foliage  and  verdant  lawui  were  displa3^ed 
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before  them  with,  here  and  there,  fountains  throwing 
dancing  spray  into  mid-air.  Amid  the  sweet  odours 
of  spring,  enjoying  the  profusion  of  flowers  and 
the  luxuriance  of  the  verdure ; under  the  light 
that  seemed  so  gently  luminous  to  their  eyes ; 
breathing  the  air  that  refreshed  their  very  souls, 
as  they  daundered  beneath  the  swaying  branches 
of  the  colossal  pine-trees,  all  moss-coated,  or  by 
the  lichen-covered  rocks,  esoteric  in  design ; by 
the  great  projecting  roots,  fantastic  in  shape,  of 
huge  trees  ; by  a sheet  of  water  with  miniature 
islets  connected  by  bridges,  antique  in  construc- 
tion, — on  the  islets  tortoises  were  lazily  warming 
their  backs,  on  the  bridges  cranes  striding 
leisurely  with  amazing  presumption  or  non- 
chalance, — the  pilgrims  made  their  leisurely  way 
over  the  granite  pavement  that  led  to  a mansion 
of  striking  proportions. 
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As  they  walked  on,  all  their  fatigue  fell  from 
them,  their  hearts  pulsated  with  new  life ; all 
unmindful  of  the  mighty  toil  they  had  undergone 
since  morning,  their  aching  limbs  found  strength. 
Reaching  the  vestibule  they  were  received  cordially, 
and  tenderly,  by  the  host,  a man  of  patriarchal 
appearance,  and  the  attendant  maids. 

Passing  under  arcades,  richly  carved,  — peony 
flowers,  lilies,  fleurs  de  lis,  chrysanthemums ; phea- 
sants, birds  of  Paradise,  phoenixes,  and  many  other 
beautiful  birds  and  flowers,  all  glittering  with  colours 
and  gold,  — and  supported  by  rows  of  stately 
pillars,  the  wood-grains  of  which,  most  fantastic, 
bizarre,  and  fascinating,  had  been  artistically 
displayed  by  the  craftvsman  ; treading  on  the  mosaic 
floor,  wide  and  long,  of  a corridor,  they  were 
ushered  into  a room,  most  splendid,  with  massive 
furniture  in  mahoganj^  and  red-sandal-wood,  walls 
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htmg  with  rich  tapestries  to  relieve  and  enchant 
the  eye.  Incense  was  burning  in  the  alcove. 
The  whole  house  and  garden  — the  very  abode  of 
peace  and  contentment  — were  given  over  to  them 
for  their  use  and  comfort.  A royal  recompense 
for  their  s winking  during  the  heat  of  the  day. 

As  the  dusk  of  the  evening  softly  closed  round 
this  mighty  mansion,  they  were  led  to  the 
refectory  — another  beautifully  decorated  room  — 
brilliantly  illuminated. 

They  vvere  seated  on  thick,  downy  cushions. 
Lacquered  trays  were  brought  before  each  of 
them,  with  vessels  of  crystal  and  costly  china. 
Cups  of  wine  passed  from  one  to  another  in 
congratulation,  while  they  conversed  about  the 
hardships  of  the  day,  but  they  spake  as  of 
things  that  had  happened  in  years  long  gone. 
The  kindly  host  gave  a toast  for  their  success,  the 
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Bodhisattva  who  was  sitting  at  the  head  of  his 
flock  smiled  on  their  happy  faces.  Course  after 
course  ~ delicious  and  good  — was  carried  in  by 
welltrained  attendant  maids,  noiselessly  treading 
on  the  richly  matted  floor  — no  haste,  no  bustling, 
no  confusion. 

After  the  banquet  they  were  taken  into  another 
apartment  all  garnished  and  adorned  in  appropriate 
fashion  — the  music  room.  Here  they  heard 
strains,  sad  and  jocund,  mingled  and  commingled. 
Here  their  hearts  were  melted,  and  again  aroused 
to  bravery.  Wild  billows  of  the  surging  ocean 
suddenly  fell  into  the  twitterings  and  warbles  of  a 
winged  songster.  Like  bits  of  thistledown  yielding 
to  a sudden  breeze,  their  hearts  and  souls  were 
carried  away  by  the  music  — poised  on  the  ripplings 
and  purlings  of  the  melodies  — and  wafted  slowly 
along,  up  to  the  summit  of  the  highest  mountains  ; 
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and  higher  still  ; sailing  gradually  swifter,  from 
one  star  to  another,  and  even  higher,  up  to  the 
highest  heavens.  Here  their  senses  were  blinded, 
and  fell  down  fast  as  an  avalanche,  then  again 
sailing,  now  fast,  now  slow,  once  again  among 
the  stars  where  lightning  and  thunder  lie  asleep. 
Then  as  they  slowly  descended,  they  were 
suddenly  awakened  by  a soul-thrilling  song  sung 
by  one  of  the  attendant  maids. 

Her  voice  was  sweet  — as  sweet  as  the  lost  voice 
of  the  sweetest  flower.  Were  it  to  find  its  voice 
again,  even  then,  it  were  doubtful  if  it  could  sing 
any  sweeter.  As  her  song  ceased,  a long  shuddering 
sigh  seemed  to  rise  involuntarily  from  each 
listener,  as  once  more  they  began  to  allow 
themselves  to  breathe  freely,  for,  loth  to  lose  even 
one  syllable  of  that  glorious  song,  every  one 
present  had  forcibly  restrained  his  breath.  And 
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with  one  accord  they  exclaimed,  “Here  is,  indeed, 
a paradise  in  epitome  on  earth.” 

After  this  pleasure  and  bliss,  that  led  their 
hearts  to  ecstasy,  they  were  ushered  into  a 
bed-chamber,  where  they  were  tenderly  lured  into 
balmy  repose  till  morning. 

With  fresh  vigour  and  strength  they  awoke  next 
morning  and  when  every  thing  was  ready  for 
their  departure,  they  were  led  to  a room  which 
commanded  the  whole  view  of  the  beautiful  garden 
they  had  come  through  the  previous  evening.  With 
fervent  prayers  imploring  a blessing  upon  the  day’s 
journey,  the  Bodhisattva  raised  his  staff,  even  as 
he  had  done  the  day  before,  all  his  flock  repeating 
the  sacred  texts  from  the  Holy  Sutra.  Again  a 
mist  arose  that  enwrapped  them  all,  and  anon, 
when  the  vapour  had  cleared  away,  the  splendid 
palace  and  verdant  garden  had  all  faded  away  as 
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a dream,  leaving  them  in  the  same  barren  desert, 
to  resume  the  journey  toward  their  far-off  goal. 

The  marvelling  company  soon  followed  their 
leader  through  the  shifting  sand. 

What  were  the  mansion  and  garden,’^  asked 
one  of  the  flock,  when  they  had  begun  again  to 
feel  the  heat  and  fatigue,  ‘That  gave  us  a lodging 
for  the  night  and  a banquet  yestreen  ? Marvellous 
it  was  to  find  so  magnificent  a palace  in  this 
desert.^’ 

“Marvel  not,  my  son,^’  answered  the  merciful 
teacher,  “what  you  saw  was  the  Mansion  of 
Faith,  — a creation  of  your  own.  On  this  hard 
journey  in  the  desert  where  every  thing  is  lacking 
but  misery,  you  must  create  your  own  mansion 
where-from  you  can  draw  rest  and  comfort.  Faith 
is  the  only  perdurable  structure.  Therefore,  be 
brave  and  have  faith  till  you  come  to  the 
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journey’s  end.  The  great  Lord  will 
forsake  you.” 


never 


So  they  are  toilhig  on,  even  now,  toward  the 
Land  of  Eternal  Bliss,  led  by  the  Bodhisattva,  on 
that  pathless  way  across  the  burning  desert  sand. 
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A joiner  in  his  workshop  stood 
And  laboured  day  by  day  ; 

His  skill  was  great,  his  tools  were  keen, 
He  spent  no  time  in  play. 

The  fragrant  wood  he  took  and  shaped 
A cabinet  rare  to  make. 

With  steadfast  zeal  he  worked  apace 
For  fame  and  honour’s  sake. 

Jindaisugiy  Keyaki,  all 

The  best  he  could  obtained. 

And  this  he  cut,  and  that  he  trimmed. 
Then  every  one  he  planed. 
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And  as  he  planed  there  burst  a cloud 
That  wreathed  itself  along 
The  dusty  floor  in  tangled  curls 
The  planks  and  tools  among. 

His  plane  throws  off  a writhing  stream 
Which  rippling  downward  glides, 
Curving,  recurving  to  and  fro, 

And  murmuring  as  it  slides. 

And  as  he  planes  away  the  rough 
Unpolished  surface  clean. 

The  knots  and  grain  within  the  wood 
’Gin  plainly  to  be  seen. 

And  these  to  eyes  of  common  folk 
Are  only  knots  and  grain. 
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But  there  are  those  who  can  right  well 
The  mysteries  explain. 


For  every  grain  and  every  knot 
Of  every  piece  of  wood, 

Bear  messages  to  humankind 
When  rightly  understood. 

The  craftsman  cut  and  planed  and  carved — - 
The  artist  toiled  amain 
To  show  the  timber ^s  texture  fine, 

Quaint  knots,  eye-charming  grain. 

Strange  flowers  bloom  beneath  his  tool — 
Rich  blossoms  rarely  seen 
Except  by  those  whose  hearts  are  pure, 
Whose  hands  and  eyes  are  clean. 
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The  ocean  surge  swells  out  beneath 
The  motions  of  his  plane, 

While  meek-eyed  peace  dwells  on  its  curve, 

A purple  laugh  in  train. 

The  joiner  toiled  that  he  might  make 
His  name  forever  known, 

His  hands  carved  out  his  thoughts  in  wood 
As  sculptor^s  his  in  stone. 

In  time  the  cabinet  was  complete 
Most  beautiful  to  see  ; 

For  cunningly  his  hands  had  wrought 
His  utmost  fantasy. 


Then  to  the  palace  of  the  King 
His  masterpiece  he  bore, 
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That  he  might  there  display  his  work 
His  lord  and  king  before. 


The  kindly  monarch  looked  and  saw 
Straightway  the  lovely  grain, 

And  praised  the  art  whereby  it  had 
Been  shown  so  well  and  plain. 


^^They  were,^^  the  royal  critic  said, 

‘‘Marks  deep  engrossed  by  strife 
And  struggle  with  the  elements 
For  nutriment  and  life. 

“The  trees  stood  bare  out  on  a hill 
Or  in  some  forest  dim, 

Where  heat  and  cold  and  storms  their  will 


Worked  zealously  on  them. 
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“But  now  gaze  on  their  loveliness 
By  suffering  perfected, 

And  by  man’s  art  and  skill  enhanced — 
To  bis  will  subjected.’’ 

So  in  the  treasury  of  the  king 
The  cabinet  now  lies  stored  ; 

And  though  the  artist’s  skill  is  praised, 
’Tis  for  the  gi'ain  adored. 


MAN  OR  DOG  ? 


MAN  OR  DOa  ? 


In  the  warmer  parts  of  Japan  monkeys  are 
numerous.  A traveller  often  meets  a regular 
anabasis  of  them  marching,  or  perching  on  the 

branches  of  trees  like  a swarm  of  birds.  Thev 

«/ 

brew  wine  from  wild  grapes,  it  is  said,  and  this 
must  be  a truth,  as  it  is  discovered  sometimes  by 
hunters  in  their  wanderings  among  the  mountains. 

This  monkey-wine  is,  we  are  told,  singularly 
delicious,  but  the  writer  is  exceedingly  fortunate 
as  he  has  not  as  yet  committed  so  grave  a fault 
as  to  degenerate  himself  back  to  the  stage,  — from 
which  he  has  taken  thousands  on  thousands  of 
generations  to  evolve,  — to  be  treated  once  more 
by  his  former  — far,  far  back  in  time,  even  the 
thought  of  it  dazes  and  fills  him  with  woe  — former 
play-fellows  with  their  home-brewed  wine. 
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Some  of  the  more  daring  among  these  ancestors, 
so-called,  of  mankind  are  brave  enough  to  pay  a 
visit,  now  and  then,  to  a village  or  town  to  see 
the  pranks  of  men  and  how  they  are  prospering. 
On  such  occasions,  they  are  quite  forgetful  of 
manners  and  etiquette,  and,  instead  of  bringing  a 
present  as  in  duty  bound,  go  plundering  round 
and  stealing  as  their  primitive  propensities  guide 
them. 

In  a village  in  the  province  of  Kishu,  the  district 
famous  for  good  oranges,  a certain  Sangoro 
Yamada  used  to  live  some  three  hundred  years 
ago.  He  had  two  sons,  and  the  eldest  was 
married  to  a certain  Osayo,  a very  comely 
and  intelligent  girl  with  only  one  fault,  she 
was  a little  too  wilful.  They  all  lived  in  the 
same  house,  and  fared  well  on  the  income 
produced  by  their  yearly  crop  of  oranges,  and 
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nothing  marred  their  peace  and'  contentment  for 
many  years. 

Sangoro  and  his  elder  son  were  the  very  type 
of  the  simple  village  folk  whose  minds  and  hearts 
seldom  strayed  away  from  the  border  line  of  their 
fields,  and  whose  knowledge  and  reasoning  hardly 
went  beyond  ^^how  to  raise  a better  crop  next 
year.^’  They  were  highly  delighted  with  the  newly 
added  member  of  the  family  — Osayo  — for  she 
was  very  clever  in  household  management  and 
economy,  — rapidly  increasing  their  savings. 

The  second  son,  however,  had  a gift,  unusual 
among  the  simple  people  in  whose  midst  he 
dwelt,  and  of  whom  he  was,  — the  gift  of 
penetrating  the  crust  and  seeing  deep  into 
the  heart  of  things  or,  to  put  it  shortly,  he 
had  keen  insight.  He  had  not  so  favourable  an 
opinion  of  his  sister-in-law  as  his  father  and  brother 
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had.  He  only  wished  nothing  would  happen  on 
account  of  her  far-too-great  cleverness,  for  he  knew 
a person  like  her  when  once  switched  on  the  wrong 
route  would  go  headlong  on,  fired  and  heated  by 
her  intense  wilfulness,  and  would  surely  bring  ruin 
upon  his  father  and  brother.  Fortunately  he  was 
also  gifted  with  reticent  ways,  and  never  once 
said  any  thing  that  might  cause  any  disagreement 
in  the  family.  He  was  rather  happy  to  be  regarded, 
even  by  his  sister-in-law,  as  a simple-minded 
and  good-natured  young  fellow.  Thus  they  led 
uneventful  lives,  and  abundance  and  fraternity 
favoured  the  family  within  and  the  village  without. 

One  winter,  however,  the  village  was  alarmed 
by  some  mischievous  monkeys  that  came  to  plunder 
their  fruit.  Their  orange  groves  were  greatly 
damaged  by  these  long-tailed  visitors.  Many  who 
dreamed  of  a good  crop  that  year  were  bitterly 
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disappointed.  Sangoro’s  groves  were  not  speared. 
The  whole  village  could  not  afford  to  have  any 
farther  damage  inflicted  on  them,  and  stood  up  in 
arms  to  protect  their  property,  and  a great  many 
monkeys  were  killed.  Thus  they  checked  the 
cunning  animals  from  doing  more  mischief  with 
their  naughty  pranks. 

Though  all  the  other  were  relieved  from  farther 
anxiety,  Sangoro  was  an  exception,  for,  in  spite  of 
the  condign  punishment  inflicted  on  the  monkeys, 
he  found  his  oranges  were  still  being  stolen  every 
night  and  his  prospect  of  a good  crop  getting 
slenderer  and  slenderer  each  day.  So  he  consulted 
his  daughter-in-law  upon  the  matter.  Her  reply 
was  very  brief : ^‘We  will  watch  tonight  and  kill 

the  monkey,  that  is  the  shortest  way,  father. 

Sangoro  wondered  why  such  a bright  and 
simple  idea  had  not  come  out  of  his  own  head,  and 
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even  envied  her  cleverness.  That  night  he  and 
Osayo  and  the  second  son  — his  first  son  was  out 
of  the  village  on  some  errand  — watched  out  in 
the  dark  among  the  orange  trees.  Each  one  was 
armed  with  a sharp  dagger.  The  air  was  chilly 
and  damp  under  the  scintillant  sky,  no  moon  was 
rising  that  night.  As  the  night  advanced  all  was 
hushed  around  them  save  the  sinister  howling  of 
a dog  in  the  distance,  — rising  from  the  lowest 
mournful  tone  gradually,  very  gradually  to  the  top 
of  its  ululation,  then  slowly  shuddering  down  to 
a raucous  growl  that  gave  a heart-rending 
vibration  to  the  still  midnight  air,  then  gradually 
deepening  back  again  to  a mournful  tone,  — enough 
to  shake  and  thrill  even  the  stoutest  of  hearts. 

Presently  they  perceived  a black  shadow  moving 
toward  them  and  soon  it  began  to  climb  one  of 
the  trees.  Sangoro  did  not  lose  any  time  but 
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went  stealthily  toward  the  trees.  With  his  dagger 
he  pierced  the  black  object  in  the  very  centre  of 
its  back.  With  one  shriek  down  came  the  shadow 
from  the  tree  and  dropped  heavily  on  the  ground 
in  a heap.  What  horror  ! They  found  a man 
where  they  had  expected  to  find  a monkey  ! 
Sangoro  had  killed  a man  ! Osayo  ran  to  the 
house  and  fetched  out  a torch.  When  the  dead 
body  was  lighted  up  they  saw  before  them  the 
gory  remains  of  the  wuraosa^s  son,  that  is,  he  was 
no  other  than  the  son  of  the  village  chief. 

They  stood  aghast  round  the  corpse,  horror- 
struck  and  amazed.  When  the  father  realized  what 
he  had  done  he  sank  down  and  wept  bitterly. 

f 

He  then  raised  his  head  and  whispered  between 
his  sobs,  “My  chi-children,  see  what  a d-d-dreadful 
thing  I have  done.  Thi-this  means  my  d-death, 
your  b-b-banishment  out  of  the  country,  and  the 
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confiscation  of  the  p-p-property.  Wha-what  a 
wretch  I am  to  k-k-k-kill  a m-man 

Osayo  who  was  never  at  a loss  in  her  cleverness, 
soon  plucked  up  her  courage,  and  argued,  ‘^Now, 
father,  there’s  no  use  in  taking  the  matter  so 
sorely  to  your  heart.  It  was  not  your  fault. 
Whether  the  son  of  the  chief  or  a thief,  he  had  no 
business  to  meddle  with  our  fruit.  He  got  his 
deserts  that’s  all.  You  are  not  going  to  suffer  the 
death-penalty,  nor  shall  the  property  be  confiscated. 
No  one  knows  what  we  have  done  tonight.  Only 
hide  the  dead  body  and  be  quiet  about  it.  Silence 
is  the  surest  lid  to  cover  up  the  secret,  and  no 
one  has  the  key  to  open  it  save  the  three  of  us 
here.  Let  us  be  quick  about  it  before  any  one 
sees  us.” 

Really  there  was  no  other  vray  for  them  to  do 
to  keep  themselves  in  safety,  so  they  borrowed 
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again  her  thought  and  were  indebted  to  her 
cleverness.  Sangoro  was  overjoyed  and  thanked 
his  danghter-in-law  profusely  for  her  wise 
suggestion  — her  seemingly  very  wise  suggestion. 

Osayo  set  about  the  business  with  the  greatest 
alacrity  putting  the  unsightly  thing  into  an  empty 
bale  of  rice  and  tying  it  up  with  a straw  rope. 
She  hurried  up  her  brother-in-law  to  carry  it  away 
and  throw  it  down  from  a cliff  into  the  sea. 
When  the  young  man  had  slung  this  horrible  burden 
upon  his  shoulder,  he  shot  a keen  glance  at 
Osayo,  — from  the  eyes  that  burned  in  insight  like 
a vestal  fire,  — and  before  she  had  noticed  it  he 
had  penetrated  into  her  heart,  and  foreseen  therein, 
motives  and  probabilities  — yet  uuvshaped  — that 
someday  might  evolve  under  ever  so  many  different 
aspects.  Nodding  to  her  ha^y  whisper  he  went 
away  in  the  dark  toward  the  sea.  Osayo  noticed 
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that  the  lad  was  still  holding  the  dagger  in  his 
hand  and  thought  it  a little  strange,  but  attributed 
it  to  his  excitement,  for  people  are  apt  to  do  many 
queer  things  when  they  are  alarmed  beyond  their 
usual  capacity,  then  she  forget  all  about  it. 

They  waited  in  the  darkness  for  the  young  man, 
the  blood  still  ebbing  and  flowing  violently  in  their 
veins,  filled  with  a strange  foreboding  and  weird 
anxiety.  The  howling  of  the  dog  suddenly  broke 
into  a fitful  bark,  then  to  a sharp  yelping,  but  it 
soon  ceased,  leaving  the  night  in  utter  stillness. 
She  wondered  a little  what  ailed  the  dog  that  he 
should  act  in  that  way,  but  no  one  knew  the 
cause  save  the  shining  stars  in  the  sky,  or  perhaps 
her  brother-in-law,  if  he  had  gone  that  way.  Her 
mind  was  too  busily  employed  to  be  bothered 
about  the  dog,  and  she  thought  no  more  about  it. 
They  waited  and  waited  impatiently  and  felt  as  if 
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they  had  waited  far  too  long  for  his  safe  return, 
and  their  anxiety  darkened  even  darker  than  the 
ebony  night  that  enveloped  them. 

At  last  the  son  returned  to  the  comfort  and 
lightening  of  their  hearts,  but  lo,  he  still  carried 
the  burden  on  his  back. 

“Father,’^  said  the  son,  ‘‘I  found  it  impossible  to 
throw  this  down  into  the  sea  as  I saw  men  here 
and  there  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  besides  there 
is  danger  of  its  being  picked  up  by  a fisherman. 
I think  it  is  safer  to  bury  it  here  under  the  tree. 
You  are  the  very  last  man  in  the  whole  village  to 
be  suspected  of  doing  a thing  like  this.  I think 
my  plan  much  the  best.  Get  me  a spade,  sister,  I 
will  do  the  work  myself.’’  They  thought  it  wisest 
to  do  as  he  suggested  and  soon  the  business  was 
over,  and  the  straw  bale  with  its  dark  secret 
was  deeply  hidden  beneath  the  tree. 


146 


THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 


Days  and  months  drifted  away  some  ten  years 
since  then  without  any  out-of-the-way  incident 
happening  in  this  little  uneventful  household.  But 
one  day,  for  good  or  ill,  however  it  may  be, 
Osayo  was  divorced.  Probably  she  went  rather 
too  far  in  her  own  head-strong  ways,  knowing  no 
one  dared  to  say  anything  against  her,  as  she  held 
one  of  the  keys  to  a secret  that  could  bring  misery 
down  upon  the  family.  At  any  rate,  she  was 
turned  away.  She  was  angry  with  the  family  — 
and  her  anger  was  intense  for  her  whole  energetic 
being  was  in  ferment.  Therefore  she  went  gossiping 
round  the  neighbourhood  saying  that  if  once  she 
gave  a loose  to  her  tongue,  Sangoro  would  be 
put  to  a very  painful  death,  and  his  two  sons 
would  be  banished  from  the  country,  and  their 
properties  all  confiscated. 

Soon  this  was  heard  by  the  magistrate  of  the 
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village,  and  as  a matter  of  course,  she  was  called 
to  the  court  to  be  examined.  Thereupon  she 
disclosed  all,  how  the  muraosa^s  son  was  stabbed 
by  Sangoro’s  own  hand,  and  how  his  second  son 
had  buried  the  body  under  the  tree. 

This  aroused  the  whole  village,  and  many 
despised  her  baseness  in  laying  bare  such  a secret 
of  the  men  who  had  once  been  her  father,  husband, 
and  brother.  There  were  a great  many  who  did  not 
believe  her  story,  and  thought  she  had  gone  mad 
and  was  talking  nonsense.  But  the  law  is  the  law  : 
it  must  be  just,  it  must  be  stern  ; and  though  its 
justice  and  its  sternness  may  be  tempered  with 
mercy,  yet  neither  can  one  jot  or  tittle  of  the 
Law  be  shifted,  nor  can  it  be  bent  in  the  least 
degree.  Therefore  Osayo^s  former  husband  was 
summoned  at  once  before  the  judge. 

His  answer  to  the  court  was  simple  — as  simple 
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as  his  nature  was  simple.  the  date  she 

mentions,  I was  not  in  the  village  and  I heard 
nothing  of  the  sad  event  that  is  said  to  have 
happened  in  my  absence.  If  my  brother  lent  his 
hands  to  the  hideous  business  as  she  states,  better 
call  him  to  the  court  and  put  him  through  a 
trial. 

The  judge  took  the  natural  step  and  summoned 
the  younger  son.  His  answer  was  no  more  complex. 
^^My  former  sister-in-law  must  have  been  dreaming 
something  and  taken  it  for  a fact  for  no  such 
event  ever  took  place  in  our  orange  grove.  It  is 
true  that  I once  killed  a stray  dog  that  bothered 
me  immensely,  and  buried  it  under  the  tree.  That’s 
all  the  murdering  I have  ever  done  in  my  life 
and  all  the  burying.”  The  judge  felt  as  though  he 
had  been  made  a fool  of  by  the  woman,  and, 
somewhat  irritated,  summoned  Osayo,  face  to  face 
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with  her  once  brother-in-law.  She  bravely  main- 
tained her  statement  and  protested  against  her 
opponent.  He  thereupon  denied  pointblank  the 
truth  of  what  she  said  and  stood  firmly  on  his 
denial:  The  judge  could  not  decide  which  was 

which  — man  or  dog  — between  the  two. 

After  a moment^s  reflection,  the  judge  commanded 
the  two  to  lead  him  to  the  spot  and  dig  the 
ground  to  make  an  end  of  the  dispute.  So  they 
went  as  they  were  bidden  and  many  village 
people  followed. 

Osayo  stood  once  more  on  the  spot  where  she 
had  stood  ten  years  before  in  the  darkness  of 
night  — her  heart  beating  with  fear  and  anxiety 
then  — with  only  her  father  and  brother-in-law  ; the 
spot  on  which  she  had  used  all  her  energy  and 
activity  to  assist  the  young  man  to  bury  the 
ghastly  secret  under  ground.  Now  she  stood  there 


I 50  THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 

but  in  the  bright  light  of  day  and  before  the 
judge  and  numerous  witnesses.  Her  face  lighted 
up  in  triumph  and  full  confidence  of  winning  the 
case.  The  people  who  believed  her  story  now 
took  compassion  on  the  honest  family  of  Yamada, 
for  the  most  cruel  of  fates  would  surely  befall 
them  as  soon  as  the  ground  was  dug  — death, 
banishment,  and  confiscation.  When  the  young 
man  began  calmly  and  quietly  to  dig  the  soil,  all 
who  stood  around  him  held  their  breath,  some 
trembled  in  awful  anticipation.  Without  a word, 
the  son  kept  on  digging  and  digging  ; at  last,  yes, 
at  last  some  fragments  of  bones  and  a skull  were 
revealed  before  the  judge  and  all  the  others  — 
unmistakably  the  remain's  of  a dog. 

Osayo’s  frantic  protest  was  of  no  avail  now, 
when  all  saw  what  was  dug  up  right  before  her 
face.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  was  at  a 
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loss  in  spite  of  her  cleverness  and  brought  down 
to  her  proper  humiliation.  The  judge  dismissed 
the  cavse  and  stopped  further  gossip. 

How  the  thing  was  managed  to  turn  the  man 
into  a dog,  the  writer  can  not  comprehend,  but 
what  is  even  more  incomprehensible  is  how 
Sangoro’s  first  son  could  take  Osayo  back  as  his 
wife  again ! All  the  same,  she  became  his  wife 
once  more  and  the  Yamada  family  lived  peacefully 
and  quite  content.  It  seems  those  simple  people 
had  their  own  simple  ways  of  arbitration,  or  they 
took  special  compassion  on  the  humiliated  woman. 
Anyway,  they  must  have  had  extraordinary 
magnanimity.  It  is  said,  however,  Osayo  became 
more  subdued,  sweeter  in  character  and  a more 
wifely  wife  ever  after  though  she  did  not  lose  her 
clever  ways  and  good  tact  in  domestic  management 
and  economy. 
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The  second  son  did  not  marry,  though  there 
was  no  apparent  reason  why  he  should  not.  When 
asked  about  it,  he  had  one  answer,  which  was 
this,  ^‘Counting  in  the  natural  order,  bottomside 
up,  monkey,  woman,  and  man.^^  Thereupon  the 
inquirer  nodded  in  complete  agreement.  Those 
simple-minded  people  seemed  to  understand  this 
reply  which  is  no  other  than  an  enigma  to  us 
today. 

Whether  they  were  all  fools  or  all  wise,  my 
reader  should  be  reminded  that  they  lived  three 
hundred  years  ago. 
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’Twas  a day  in  spring  most  bright  and  beautiful, 
Luminous  th'  air  and  wonderfully  soft, 

A maid  celestial  downward  sailed  to  earth. 
Leisurely  floating  in  her  feathered  robe. 

Upon  the  silken  rays  of  the  spring  sun. 

To  the  right  doth  Holy  Fuji  high  uprear 
His  mighty  tower  of  snow  perpetual  ; 

The  beach  of  Tago  to  the  left  outspreads 
Her  gown  of  satin  widely  in  the  sun  ; 

Bedecked  with  dancing  pines,  doth  wave-washed 
Mio 

Thrust  a long  arm  into  the  purple  sea. 

On  this  blest  beach,  amid  the  graceful  pines, 

The  Maid  celestial  lighted  first  on  earth. 
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Now,  only  the  white  cone  rests  in  midsky, 

Hung  as  an  “opened  fan”  in  heaven’s  blue, 

The  azure  body  lost  in  th’  azure  vault. 

Look  up ! For  Holy  Fuji  teacheth  man 
To  crave  and  seek  for  heav’nly  things  immortal. 
Leaving  the  dust  and  care,  the  world  below. 

Now,  fleecy  mists,  like  wreaths  of  incense  smoke, 
Come  curling,  curling  over  highest  peaks. 

And  reach  at  length  the  foot  of  Holy  Mount 
In  humble  act  of  worship  ; costly,  yea. 

The  costliest  of  all  earth’s  costly  things. 

On  Mio-no-matsubara’s  coral  beach 
The  wavelets  murmur  every  day,  agog 
In  hope  to  mirror  fair  the  bending  pines 
And  sacred  likeness  of  the  Peerless  Mount : 

And  limn’d  in  liquid  colour  bear  they  back 


THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  DANCE 


157 


Each  day  a myriad  pictures  of  the  scene 
adorn  the  Palace  of  Otohime, 

The  fairest  daughter  of  the  Dragon-king. 

Of  Heaven  though  she  was,  the  Maiden  found 
The  scene  most  fair,  most  witching  fair,  and  she. 
Hanging  her  robe  of  feathers  on  a bough. 

Walked  lightly  on  the  smoothly-beaten  beach, 
Among  the  pines,  in  admiration  rapt. 

Forgetful  of  her  waiting  home  above. 

A fragrance  more  than  earthly  fills  the  air. 

A wondTing  fisher  lad  on  home  intent 
Sees  hanging  on  a branch  a beauteous  robe, 

A robe  of  feathers,  takes  it  down  and  tucks 
It  ^neath  his  arm,  and  as  he  homeward  wends. 
Thinks  what  a stroke  of  luck  is  his,  and  how 
This  robe  shall  be  an  heirloom  to  his  line. 
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The  maiden  saw  it  from  afar,  and  sped, 

In  fear  and  trembling  after  him  and  cried 
To  him  as  softly  as  the  moon-beams  fall  : 

“Mine  is  the  robe.  Oh,  prithee,  let  it  be  P' 

“The  robe  is  thine,  sayst  thou?  What  proof  hast 
thou 

“Trust  me,  the  thing  is  mine,  and  can  belong 
Only  to  one,  a denizen  of  Heav’nP’ 

“Woe  be  to  me,  if  I steal  aught  divine. 

1 yield  the  robe.  But,  pray  thee,  in  return. 

Dance  thou  for  me  alone  some  heavenly  dance 

Thrice  happy  he,  the  man  who  once  hath  seen 
A maid  celestial  dance  — so  runs  of  old 
A legend  of  Japan  — for  such  a one 
Shall  blessM  be  with  peaceful  life  and  long. 


“Right  gladly  will  I dance,  and  thou  shalt  see 
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A dance  of  heav'n  ; but,  first,  to  me  return 
The  feathered  robe  that  I may  dance  in  it.'^ 

doubt  thee,  maiden  ; when  thou  donn'st  thy 
robe, 

Thou'lt  fly  away,  and  leave  me  here  repining, 
Bereft  of  dance,  and  robe  so  precious,  rare/^ 
“Alone  with  mortal  men  doubt  has  a place  ; 

Lies  and  Deception  are  not  found  in  Heaven.” 
“Black  shame  on  me  ; of  earth  am  I,  forgive  ; 
Take  thou  thy  rainbow  robe  and  do  thy  will.” 

Soon  she  was  floating  in  her  magic  robe, 

Poised  o^er  the  gnarled  and  weatherbeaten  pines 
As  slowly  down  she  swept  upon  the  sand, — 

The  coral  sand  that  stayed  the  sea’s  advance, — 
Her  every  motion  showed  a godlike  grace  : 

From  her  the  eagles  learned  how  to  soar. 

Lightly  she  fluttered  o’er  the  whisp’ring  waves, 
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Turning,  returning,  flinging  wide  her  sleeves  : 

The  swallows  for  their  wings  the  lightness  seized. 
Easy  and  beautiful  to  see,  the  curves 
She  made  in  pirouettes  from  pine  to  pine  : 

From  her  their  grace  the  maids  of  Nihon  draw. 
Her  face  was  lustrous  with  the  Fire  of  Art ; 
Unearthly  fragrance  from  her  robe  exhaled. 

Upon  the  velvet  strand,  ’neath  Fuji^s  shade. 
Among  the  pines  of  Mio,  by  purple  waves. 

Left  she  the  fisher  lad  amazed  and  dazed 
Who  saw  the  wonderous  grace  of  Dance  Divine. 

The  graceful  art  was  handed  down  by  him 
To  all  the  dancers  of  this  beauteous  land. 

’Twas  a day  in  spring,  most  bright  and  beautiful, 
Luminous  th’  air  and  wonderfully  soft. 
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In  Robe  of  Feathers  clad,  a heav’iily  maid, 

Most  leisurely  went  floating  up  the  sky, 

Upon  the  silken  rays  of  the  spring  sun. 
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A zigzag  ascent  — a narrow  mountain  pass  — 
loomed  before  Roso  who  came  from  far  away 
Changsaw  down  in  Southern  China.  Many  a 
river  had  he  crossed ; many  a plain  had  he 

traversed  ; many  a mountain,  dale,  and  moor  had 
he  strode  over.  Many  a night  had  he  slept  with  the 
wild  grass  of  some  prairie  as  his  bed,  with  no 

other  canopy  save  the  starry  sky.  Dust  ? He 
was  used  to  it.  Wild  beasts  ? None  did  he 

fear.  His  mind  was  too  deeply  absorbed  in  the 
hope  of  seeing  a sage  who,  rumour  said,  lived 
somewhere  far  at  the  end  of  this  mountain  pass. 

Dusty  Roso,  bronzed  by  the  sun  and  worn  out 
by  the  long  toilsome  road,  stopped  to  chafe  gently 
his  sore  and  stiffened  limbs  ere  he  continued  his 
arduous  journey.  He  looked  at  the  pass  before 
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him  as  it  rose  serpentine  up  and  up  and  ever  up 
along  the  precipitous  face  of  the  rock.  The 
abrupt  turns  and  sharp  doublings  of  the  back- 
breaking pass  made  one  think  of  the  popular 
conception  of  a lightning  flash. 

At  almost  every  stride  wiping  the  perspiration 
from  his  forehead,  he  went  on  a-climbing  all  the 
morning  though  his  progress  seemed  tediously  slow. 
Far  below  him  was  a sea,  and  it  appeared  to  climb 
behind  him  as  he  ascended  till  it  assumed  the 
aspect  of  an  enormous  wall  of  pansy-blue,  under 
the  horizon,  tha.t  rose  with  him  as  onward  and 
upward  he  ever  made  his  way.  Gratefully  he 
breathed  the  misty  air  perfumed  with  the  blended 
odours  of  the  strange  spicy  scents  of  the  wayside 
flowers,  pleasant  to  smell ; occasionally  casting  %a 
glance  at  the  scenery  about  him.  The  stupen- 
dousness of  the  overhanging  precipices  was 
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relieved  by  the  graceful  droopings  of  the  branches 
of  the  trees  that  had  thrust  their  roots  deep  into 
the  clefts  of  granite  rocks,  and  the  strange  mosses 
and  ferns  that  covered  them.  Wearily  went  Roso 
up  and  up  the  narrow  path,  toiling  ceaselessly 
under  the  torrid  noontide  sun,  with  the  sea  still 
apparently  climbing  the  horizon  behind  him. 

In  the  afternoon  he  descried  far  above  him,  the 
arbour  of  the  sage.  It  was  for  that  spot  he 
had  toiled  and  moiled  so  long  a way  through 
the  almost  whelming  heat  and  dust.  Delighted 
to  ecstasy  to  think  his  goal  so  near,  he 
endeavoured  to  stride  more  vigorously,  to  push  on 
more  rapidly,  but  his  tired  feet  stumbled  the 
oftener  in  other  ways  and  retarded  his  progress 
the  more  he  tried  to  make  haste. 

However,  even  the  longest  river  somewhere 
reaches  its  sea,  and  so  with  Roso,  his  ceaseless 


THE  CROWN-IMPERIAL 


l68 

march  wa>s  finally  rewarded,  and  late  in  the 
afternoon  he  arrived  at  his  long  longed-for 
destination.  No  gate-posts  or  fence  dignified  the 
unpretentious  abode.  The  house  consisted  merely 
of  a single  room,  the  front  of  it  exposed  to  the 
road,  faeing  the  sea.  But  the  wayworn  traveller 
was  too  overcome  by  fatigue  to  notice  his 
surroundings  partieularly,  barely  having  the  energy 
to  drag  his  tired  limbs  into  the  sage’s  house. 

Being  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  peak, 
the  site  eommands  a view  of  the  four  points  of 
the  compass.  To  the  east  lies  the  vast  plain, 
with  cities,  towns,  fields,  and  groves,  scattered 
here  and  there,  even  as  chessmen  on  their  board  ; 
and  stately  and  silvery  rivers  and  brooks  and 
well-made  roads  and  highways  stretehing  from 
town  to  town,  run  far  and  wide  into  the  hazy 
distanee  and  finally  disappear  in  a blur  of  milky- 
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blue  at  the  horizon.  To  the  north,  mountain 
ranges  rich  in  sparkling  valleys  and  waterfalls 
rival  each  other  in  height.  Aspiring  peaks  tower 
aloft  but  never  can  hope  to  excel  the  sage^s  peak. 
To  the  south,  the  prairie  stretches  endlessly,  and 
far  away  from  beyond  its  dreamy  horizon  had 
Roso  come  ; to  the  west  is  the  sea  that  divides 
this  region  from  the  fairy-land  beyond  it. 

The  old  sage  was  in  his  dwelling,  when  Roso 
made  his  obeisance  before  him.  In  one  corner  of 
the  room  forming  the  whole  house,  he  was  seated 
beside  a fire-place,  nearly  ready  to  pour  rice  into 
a boiling  kettle.  He  was  clad  in  poor  raiment 
inferior  even  to  Roso’s  dust}^  weeds.  There  was 
nothing  very  significant  about  him  save  perhaps 
that  the  mouth,  tightly  closed,  betrayed  a 
something,  a I know  not  what,  in  him  ; and  the 
snow-white  hair  and  beard  that  gave  him  a bit  of 
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venerable  appearanee.  His  mien  of  aloofness  in 
general,  of  impassivity,  might  throw  one  into 
doubt  whether  this  sage  had  ever  felt  the  power 
of  love  in  his  long  life. 

Poor  Roso,  who  had  come  such  a wearisome 

distance  with  the  sole  aim  of  seeing  this  sage  of 

\ 

renown,  and  of  listening  to  the  wisdom  for  which 
he  was  so  widely  famed,  was  disappointed  in  no 
small  measure  to  see  before  his  eyes 'the  apparent 
commonness  of  the  man,  and  the  povertystricken 
air  of  everything  about  him.  Nay,  he  seemed  to 
be  of  a commonness  even  lower  than  the  general 
standard,  if  such  could  be.  The  house  was  nothing 
but  a room,  utterly  devoid  of  any  kind  of 
ornament  ; no  fence  around  it,  much  less  a gate- 
way to  show  that  the  house  belonged  to  a 
respectable  person.  A mere  shanty  propped  up  on 
the  ground,  and  open  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven, 
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with  a fire-place  in  one  corner.  The  occupant  of 
the  mean  dwelling  did  not  at  all  fit  the  conception 
he  had  pictured  in  his  mind  as  he  came  along  — a 
person  endowed  with  dignity  combined  with  such 
tenderness  that  even  a little  child  would  run  after 
him  fearlessly  to  be  carried  in  his  arms  ; and  yet 
the  haughtiest  man  would  humbly  bow  the  head 
at  a single  motion  of  his  finger.  Shabby  was  he 
who  did  not  at  all  appear  above  the  common 
herd,  and  garbed  in  most  coarse  stuff.  Never  had 
he  dreamt  that  his  sage  would  sit  before  a boiling 
kettle  to  cook  his  own  rice  — why,  that  was  the 
work  of  a slave. 

Notwithstanding  the  tumult  in  his  mind,  he 
calmly  and  respectfully  made  his  bow  as  he 
approached  the  old  man,  his  Chinese  bow,  very 
low,  the  hands  uplifted  curving  in  toward  the  head. 
The  salutation  was  returned  with  a glance  of  keen 
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scrutiny’'  by  the  old  man.  Before  long  Roso  was 
convinced  that  in  this  seemingly  cold  sage,  — he 
thought  him  a mere  iceberg  at  first  sight,  — lurked 
an  unparalled  warmth  kindled  in  sympathy. 
Tenderness  beyond  description  dwelt  in  this  man 
who  wore  the  outward  appearance,  so  rigid  afid 
stern,  of  one  of  the  very  images  of  the  five 
hundred  Rakans  — the  immediate  disciples  of 
Buddha  who  attaimed  their  holiness  through 
hideous  austerity,  — animated  now  and  removed 
here  from  one  of  the  nearest  Buddhist  temples. 
But  soon  Roso  learned  that  this  unsightly  house 
with  no  adornment  of  any  kind  is  more  to  be 
honoured  than  the  most  gorgeous  palace  ; and  the 
sage’s  coarse  raiment  more  valuable  on  him  than 
the  costliest  silk.  Hard  it  is  to  judge  the  inner 
man  merely  by  the  outer  guise,  the  more  when  the 
apparel  is  rough  and  carelessly  worn ; and  he 
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remembered  then,  the  record  written  of  Confucius  — 
the  greatest  of  all  teachers  — in  one  of  the  holy 
books  of  his  country,  ‘‘He  dragged  himself  in  the 
streets  even  as  a hungry  dog/’ 

“What  has  brought  you  hither,  my  son  ?”  were 
the  first  words  uttered  by  the  sage,  “You  must 
have  toiled  hard  indeed  to  reach  this  mountain, 
dragging  youself  up  the  steep  unkmdly  pass.” 

“Not  only  this  steep  road,”  replied  Roso,  “but 
manj^  and  many  a weary  mile,  across  seas  and 
rivers,  and  prairies,  and  through  forests,  have  I 
trod  to  see  you  and  to  hear  your  words  of 
wisdom.” 

“You  have  seen  me  now,  it  has  not  taken  you 
more  than  a moment  of  time.  What  do  you  want 
to  hear  from  me  ?” 

Thereupon  the  youth  related,  with  many  bows, 
his  parentage  and  life  and  the  reason  of  his 
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coming  to  that  place ; he  faultlessly  rehearsed  the 
long  pedigree  that  showed  he  was  born  to  a 
family  of  high  descent,  rich  and  greatly  respected. 
Rice-fields  and  orchards  yield  the  family  luxurious 
living.  For  his  riches  he  is  envied.  As  the 
heir  of  the  family  he  was  allowed  to  lead  an 
easier  life  than  the  other  members,  surrounded  by 
numerous  servants  and  attendants  eager  to  do  all 
things  at  his  bidding,  and  even  to  anticipate  his 
wants,  where  possible.  The  much-prized  nails  that 
grow  in  long  inches  at  his  fingers’  ends  proclaim 
to  all  that  he  is  wholly  unused  to  manual  labour 
of  any  kind.  He  learned  nothing  but  to  bear 
himself  haughtily  before  his  servants  and  friends, 
and  was  satisfied  to  see  them  shrink  before  him, 
though  in  very  sooth,  they  may  merely  have 
pretended  to  shrink.  He  grew  up  with  the  idea 
fixed  in  his  mind  that  he  was  the  greatest,  richest, 
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and  most  powerful  man  among  men  as  he  was 
in  his  immediate  vicinity.  But  one  day  he  came  to 
know  that  above  him  was  the  king  who  ruled  the 
whole  country,  including  him  ; the  king,  vastly 
more  opulent  in  treasures  and  riches,  besides 
being  infinitely  greater  in  power  and  pomp  than 
he.  Such  a man  as  himself,  descended  from  high 
lineage,  why  should  he  be  destined  to  be  confined 
in  so  small  a sphere  — that  of  a mere  country 
squire  — he  could  find  no  reason  for  it.  He  could 
not  rest  in  peace  since  he  had  learned  all  these 
things,  and  pined  away  days  and  nights,  lamenting 
his  miserable  fate  as  he  called  it,  till  one  day  he 
had  heard  of  the  sage  who  has  wonderful  wisdom 
and  generosity  to  advise  those  who  come  to  seek 
his  aid.  And  thus  he  had  come  a great  distance, 
seeking  wisdom  and  aid  of  the  great  sage. 

‘‘You  are  infinitely  wise  and  generous,’^  prayed 
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the  young  man,  “and  it  will  be  a trivial  thing 
for  you  to  tell  me  how  to  make  myself  richer  and 
greater.” 

“I  can  make  you  rich  and  great,”  responded  the 
sage  kindly,  “even  richer  and  greater  than  a king. 
Go  and  crown  yourself  with  good  works  which 
you  will  easily  be  able  to  do  with  the  riches  you 
have.  The  more  you  do  your  best  toward  uplifting 
your  fellowmen,  the  greater  will  you  be.  And  if  you 
learn  my  ways  of  loving  nature,  you  will  be  far 
richer  than  a king  opulent  in  glittering  treasures. 
It  will  give  3>^ou  a thrill  of  pleasure  to  possess  a 
handful  of  cherry-blossoms  or  to  smell  the  tender 
perfume  of  a cluster  of  plum-flowers.  The  air 
about  you  is  filled  with  the  delicious  scent  that 
comes  in  ripples  on  the  soft  wind  from  flowers, 
and  laden  with  sweetness  from  the  rice-fields,  and, 
too,  it  is  filled  with  soft  buzz  and  burr,  proclaiming 
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the  complacent  contentment  of  exemplary  bees,  and 
with  the  music  of  the  gentle  breezes  soughing 
through  the  healthgiving  pine-trees,  so  dulcet  it  is 
enough  to  soothe  your  overworked  limbs  to  a 
balmy  repose.  The  rushing  sound  of  many  waters, 
brave  and  vigorous  to  awake  you  again  and 
inspire  you  to  do  daring  deeds.  Birds  sing, 
sprinkling  the  air  with  their  silver  tones,  and 
butterflies  dance,  arrayed  in  gayest  plumage 
beyond  human  invention,  all  for  you.  In  the 

gentle  undulation  of  the  sea  that  rises  and  falls 
in  most  exquisite  curves,  like  the  swell  of  a 
woman’s  bosom,  you  see  all  the  graces.  Lines 
of  strength,  the  bold  dash,  — that  all  artists  strive 
to  depict  upon  their  canvas  but  always  fall  short 
in  doing  — lavished  on  rocks,  precipices,  water-falls, 
and  gigantic  cedars.  The  globulets  of  dew  that 
reflect  your  topsy-turvy  picture,  nay,  of  the 
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universe,  sparkle  on  the  leaves  of  the  lespideza,  and 
glitter  for  you  in  a myriad  changeful  hues  that 
surpass  all  the  brilliant  jewelries  in  the  king^s 
store.  All  these  are  yours  if  only  you  will  love 
them.  What  else  do  you  desire  to  possess  ?.  It  is 
foolishness  to  seek  vain  treasures  and  riches  beyond 
these,  and  more  foolish  is  he  who  strives  for 
mere  greatness,  doing  nothing  that  is  good.’’ 

‘‘What  you  say  is,  questionless,  very  true,”  cried 
the  youth  still  prostrated  before  the  sage,  “but 
they  seem  too  common,  equally  given  to  all  men. 
I can  discover  no  value  in  them  to  be  desired  so 
earnestly.” 

“You  shallow  thing,  thin  and  light  as  a leaf 
blown  by  the  careless  winds.  You  do  not  know 
that  the  most  valuable  gifts  of  God  are  those 
most  freely  given.  What  else  do  you  want, 
then  ?” 
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^'Oh,  my  grand  sage/*  prayed  Roso,  bowing 
still  lower,  may  be  foolish  in  me,  but  I want 
great  dominions  to  rule,  and  power  to  dethrone 
the  monarch  near  me  and  take  his  treasures  into 
my  possession.  I want  the  luxurious  life  of  a 
court  in  a stately  palace,  all  subjects  obeying  my 
commands  and  prostrating  themselves  before  me. 
In  grand  procession,  escorted  by  warriors  of  mighty 
prowess  in  gilded  armour  and  glittering  helmets,  I 
would  like  to  travel  through  my  dominions  to  listen 
to  my  hundreds  of  millions  of  people  cheering  my.^ 
glory.  Castles  imposing  and  towers  high,  would 
not  I build  them,  also  strong  fortresses  to  make  me 
more  feared,  more  mighty,  more  powerful  ! Pray, 
oh,  my  sage,  teach  me  how  to  make  myself  so 
great  and  glorious.  You  will  be  well  cared  for 
and  reverenced  through  your  life,  and  your 
descendants  also  shall  enjoy  high  places,  and 
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prodigal  shall  be  the  gifts  I shall  heap  upon 
them.” 

The  old  sage  smiled  upon  the  lad  a sad  smile, 
his  heart  seemed  moved  to  pity.  He  kindly 

admonished  the  youth  to  spin  no  more  fantasies 
on  the  shining  rosary  of  his  youthful  desires. 
^‘The  pomegranate  reveals  all  its  red  interior, 
opening  its  mouth  too  wide,  my  son.  Imitate  it 
not.  Be  reserved  in  your  words  and  in  your 

wishes,  that  is  the  way  of  the  wise.  Moderation  is 
a virtue  all  should  strive  after.  You  seem  verjr 
tired,”  continued  the  sage  most  compassionately, 
‘‘coming  so  far  after  so  hard  a journey.  Rest  a 
little  ; I will  lend  you  a pillow.  There  is  plenty  of 
room  for  you  to  lie  down  ; though  the  house  is  not 
very  spacious,  yet  is  it  big  enough  for  you  to 
stretch  your  aching  limbs  and  rest.  Sleep,  tny 
son,  sleep  !” 
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In  spite  of  his  natural  slowness  to  understand 
moral  hints,  Roso  was  quick  enough  to  take  the 
advice  relating  to  his  body.  He  was  indeed  full 
ready  to  sleep  out  of  sheer  weariness,  though  he 
had  fought  against  it  so  as  not  to  be  discourteous 
to  his  venerable  host.  Etiquette  is  for  the  man 
who  has  enough  sleep  and  food,  and  plenty  of 
leisure  time.  The  poor  youth  was  grateful  when 
the  pillow  was  handed  to  him,  and  excusing 
himself  to  the  old  man,  he  lay  down  and  soon 
drowsed  away,  his  ear  barely  catching  the  soft 
grating,  rustling  noise  made  when  the  old  sage 
poured  his  rice  into  the  boiling  kettle.  When  the 
noise  had  ceased  he  was  sound  asleep. 

Presently  the  faint  clanking  of  hoofs  and  the 
clattering  of  arms  on  armour  arps^  far  away,  so 
far  as  to  be  scarcely  audible,  — borne  and  drifted 
on  the  breath  of  the  breeze ; the  clamour  rose 
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gently  for  a while,  then  fell  fainter,  and  still 
fainter  till  it  melted  into  Roso’s  sleep.  By  slow 
degrees  it  grew  louder  and  louder  till  he  could 
hear  the  snorting  of  horses.  Before  the  tired 
traveller,  half-wakened  by  the  sound,  could  wonder 
very  long  what  was  happening  outside,  he  heard 
a company  of  cavalry  halt  at  the  door-way 
of  the  ancient  sage’s  miserable  dwelling.  He 
felt  sure  — he  knew  not  why  — they  had  come 
for  him. 

“This  is  the  house,”  a rough  and  deep  voice 
sounded  outside,  “we  have  found  him  at  last. 
See,  our  great  Roso'  has  thrown  himself  down  in 
the  corner  like  a dead  panther.  Let’s  arouse  him, 
we  must  make  him  a living  lion.” 

Roso  came  fully  to  himself  and  rubbed  his  sleepy 
eyes  with  his  fist,  and  saw  before  him  two  grim 
warriors  standing,  armed  cap  a pie  in  glittering 
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armour.  As  they  saw  him  wake,  they  prostrated 
themselves  before  him  in  profound  reverence. 

^‘See  the  mighty  host  outside,^’  cried  one  of 
them,  ^^ready  to  die  for  you.  Lead  us  on  to 
dethrone  the  monarch  you  deem  a hindrance  to 
your  ultimate  greatness,  and  let  us  put  an  end 
to  him.  Every  one  of  us  is  prepared  to  go 
through  any  peril,  even  into  the  burning  fiery 
furnace,  all  to  make  you  the  most  powerful. 
Arise,  great  Roso,  blow  all  your  doubts  down  the 
wind,  and  lead  us  on  to  the  hot  campaigns  — our 
greatest  pleasure  — and  victory  will  ever  perch 
upon  your  banner.^’ 

Thereupon  Roso  assumed  his  usual  haughty  air 
as  he  stood  up  and  looked  at  them  sternly.  Then 
he  turned  his  eyes  outside,  and  to  his  great 
satisfaction  the  warriors’  words  proved  to  be  true. 
He  saw  an  armed  host  all  mounted  on  splendid 
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steeds,  waving  and  tossing  plumed  heads,  reaching 
far  down  to  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  their  steel 
spear-heads  flashing  in  the  sunlight.  Banners  and 
flags  of  all  shapes  and  colours  fluttered  in  the  air. 
When  he  revealed  himself  at  the  window  or  rather 
at  the  opening,  he  was  greeted  with  horns  and 
drums  and  wild  cheers  that  roared  like  the  billows 
of  an  angry  sea. 

“Our  long-sought-for  Roso,”  now  spake  the 
other,  “be  our  king  and  leader,  and  take  command 
of  the  mighty  host  you  see  before  you,  and  make 
yourself  ruler  of  the  widest  dominions.  All  of  us 
are  your  faithful  servants  and  guards,  and  all 
are  loyal  to  Roso,  through  fire  and  flood,  ay, 
even  unto  death,  and  what  may  come  thereafter. 
We  have  a matchless  steed  ready  for  you  at 
the  door,  and  here  are  helmet  and  armour  worthy 
even  a king’s  acceptance.  Don  them  for  that  will 
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make  you  king  over  us,  nay,  king  of  the  greatest 
dominions.  Gird  this  sword  upon  you.  /Tis  a 
most  famous  weapon  and  forged  by  other  than 
human  hands,  possessing,  therefore,  magic  qualities. 
No  armour  can  withstand  it,  yet,  when  the  fight 
is  over  will  it  heal  the  wounds  it  made  in 
combat.  With  a forward  wave  of  this  trenchant 
blade,  the  most  dispirited  and  beaten  soldiers  are 
fired  with  such  an  assurance  of  victory  that  their 
rush  will  carry  everything  before  it,  and  change 
the  fortune  of  a battle  in  a moment^s  flash.  Take 
and  wield  the  magic  brand,  sire,  and  you  will  ever 
command  a victorious  army.’^ 

Accordingly  Roso  buckled  on  the  splendid, 
shining  armour,  girt  on  the  magic  sword  and 
mounted  the  proudly  prancing  charger.  As  he 
appeared  before  his  rejoicing  followers,  they  burst 
into  cheer  upon  cheer.  And  he  Was  a gallant 
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sight  to  see,  sitting  still  and  straight  upon  his 
warhorse  and  equipt  from  head  to  foot  in  glittering 
mail,  the  frost-cold  blade  of  the  wondrous  sword 
flashing  in  the  sun,  its  scabbard  dangling  from  his 
thigh.  His  splendid  steed  moved  with  stately 
stride  down  the  steep  side  of  the  mountain  as 
easily  as  on  the  level  ground.  Roso  rode  through 
rank  after  rank  of  his  cavalry  in  act  of  military 
inspection,  followed  by  a number  of  his  great 
generals,  ready  to  obey  his  least  command.  On 
that  malrvellous  horse  he  did  not  take  long  to 
review  his  warriors  in  armed  array  and  he  returned 
to  the  summit  of  the  peak. 

From  that  height  once  more  he  surveyed  the 
great  throng  in  its  ordered  files,  each  with  its  line 
of  magnificent  soldiery  ; and  the  flowing  banners  and 
fluttering  flags.  Again  he  heard  the  horns,  drums, 
and  rolling  cheers.  Doubt  and  belief  hung  equally 
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balanced  in  Roso’s  mind,  wondering  whether  he 
were  really  their  chosen  king,  or  whether  he  was 
actor  in  some  drama.  The  former  idea  gained 
weight  and  he  came  gradually  to  the  full  realization 
that  he  was  truly  their  chosen  king.  As  soon  as  he 
came  to  this  belief,  his  spirit  was  exhalted  and 
inspired  by  something  which  was  wholly  outside 
of  himself.  Unconsciously  he  raised  his  flashing 
blade  and  pointed  to  the  east.  His  horse  started 
in  that  direction.  His  generals  followed  him,  and 
the  whole  host,  raising  a mighty  billow  of  sound 
by  their  clanking  and  clattering  and  the  shoutings 
of  their  war-cry,  moved  on  — all  following  one 
man,  great  Roso. 

They  went  rushing  and  crashing  down  the  steep 
hillside  like  a myriad  of  mountain-torrents.  Then, 
they  swept  through  numberless  villages  and  towns 
like  a hurricane,  leaving  the  terrified  and  wondering 
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inhabitants  behind  in  the  dust.  Soon  they  saw  the 
spires  and  pinnacles  and  the  curved  roofs  of  a 
castle  — the  magnificent  seat  of  the  king,  with  a 
great  city  round  it  — well  protected  with  strong 
battlements  and  towers.  Again  Roso  raised  his 
sword  pointing  toward  the  castle,  and  this  act  was 
answered  with  a thunderous  shout  from  his  host. 
The  horses  galloped  of  their  own  accord,  and  the 
warriors  unsheathed  their  blades  and  charged 
impetuously  on  toward  the  city. 

The  confusion  in  the  city  was  great,  terrified  by 
the  sudden  fury  of  the  storming  men.  The  stout 
wall  and  towers  crumbled  down  beneath  the  shock 
of  the  shouting  and  of  the  tremendous  assault, 
rendering  the  enemy  easy  admittance.  The  best 
strategists  by  the  king’s  side  lost  their  wits  in 
panic  and  could  make  no  plan  to  defend  themselves. 
Pitiful  was  it  to  hear  the  cries  and  wailings  of 
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the  anxious  and  bewildered  ladies  of  the  court 
when  Roso  and  his  host  trampled  into  the 
precincts  of  the  king^s  palace.  Without  anj^  blood- 
shed whatever,  the  city  and  the  castle  were 
surrendered  to  him,  the  king  and  his  immediate 
followers  having  fled  away,  no  one  knew  whither. 

Thereupon  Roso  made  himself  king  of  the 
country.  The  magnificent  castle  and  all  its 
treasures  came  into  his  possession.  He  amply 
rewarded  his  generals  and  warriors,  but  rewarded 
himself  most.  The  change  was  indeed  sudden  — 
for  a mere  country  squire  to  take  the  place  of  a 
king  — but  he  filled  the  place  quite  becomingly,  at 
least  he  thought  so,  because  his  idea  of  kingship 
was  only  to  be  haughty  and  terrify  the  servants 
by  his  majestic  demeanour  and  carriage  every  time 
they  saw  him. 

His  delight  was  indeed  very  great  to  see  himself 
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plunged  in  the  very  midst  of  wealth  beyond 
estimation.  The  neighbouring  kings  trembled 
before  his  sceptre.  He  spent  easy  days  among  the 
most  beautiful  dames  of  the  court  who  knelt 
before  his  presence  to  receive  his  words  or  to 
answer  him.  Thus,  for  a while,  he  was  quite 
content  with  all  these  luxuries,  but  in  course  of 
time,  perfect  satiety  wore  itself  out,  just  as  a child, 
too  plentifully  supplied,  gets  tired  of  his  new  toys 
and  longs  for  others  still  more  new  and  novel. 
The  days  began  to  drag  in  spite  of  all  the  efforts 
and  devices  made  to  delight  him. 

He,  therefore,  began  to  beguile  the  dreary  time 
by  embellishing  the  already  magnificent  castle  to 
even  greater  magnificence,  and  also  by  erecting 
several  new  palaces  for  each  season  of  the  year. 
The  best  architects  and  artists  of  the  country  were 
called  out  before  him,  and  were  commanded  to 
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display  their  utmost  skill  on  penalty  of  death. 
The  profusion  of  wealth  and  labour  spent  on  the 
works  was  compensated  for  by  the  profusion  of 
skilled  arts  lavished  upon  the  edifices,  each  painted 
in  five  colours  — yellow,  green,  red,  blue,  and 
purple  — in  the  regular  Chinese  style.  The  decora- 
tions were  extravagant  and  novel,  the  chief  motif 
being  golden  dragons  striving  to  reach  after  balls 
of  chalcedony.  Exquisitely  carved  out  were  all  the 
details  of  these  ferocious  monsters  — their  terrible 
visages,  fire-vomiting  mouths,  powerful  claws, 
mighty  wings,  lightning-belted  loins,  and  scaly 
tails  — twisted  in  terrible  coils,  appearing  to 
writhe  and  twine  and  crisp  and  curl  and  undulate 
in  tortuous  convolutions  of  such  deadly  significance, 
each  coil,  each  curve,  each  crisping  so  eloquent  of 
such  tremendous  strength  in  reserve,  or  repressed, 
that  a beholder  would  be  seized  with  fear  that  a 
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single  blow  from  one  of  these  tails  might  shatter 
this  earth  into  its  original  atoms. 

Between  the  palaces,  gardens  were  designed. 
Queer-shaped  stones  and  bronze  lanterns  and 

alabaster  lions,  always  in  pairs,  guarding  the 
gateways.  Shrubs  and  trees  of  all  climes  were 
gathered  here,  and  flowers  of  every  kind  at  all 
seasons.  Waterfalls  here,  creeks  there,  then  a 

green  knoll.  Next  to  a cedar  grove,  spread  a 

spacious  lawn  of  deep  green,  clipped  as  smoothly 
as  velvet.  Then  rocks  of  all  sizes  and  shapes, 
some  that  appeared  to  be  ever  on  the  verge  of 
falling  but  never  shifting,  some  that  resembled 
a squatting  toad,  some  that  seemed  ready  to 

project  themselves  into  space,  some  that  looked 
like  a man  kowtowing.  — order  in  disorder,  or 
disorder  in  order  — wild  in  their  aspect  but  full  of" 
a bizarre  charm,  oppressive  but  enchanting,  ugly 
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but  fascinating,  stupendous  but  beautiful.  The 
beholder  might  easily  forget  that  he  is  in 
the  precincts  of  a palace  and  imagine  himself 
far  way  in  the  remote  mountains  where 
rivers  spring.  Then  a floral  galaxy  — a feast  of 
colours  and  sweet  scents.  Then  a lake,  most  cool 
and  pleasant.  One  end  of  it  hemmed  by  a grove 
of  shady  trees  ; a junk  is  tied  near  by  a marble 
jetty  on  the  other  shore;  The  place  is  so  quiet 
and  enchanting  that  even  the  moon  goddess  might 
not  refuse  to  float  down  on  her  silvery  beams,  and, 
alighting,  take  her  bath  here. 

In  this  way  Roso  spent  a fev/  pleasant  years 
with  no  other  exertion  than  to  migrate  from  one 
room  to  another,  each  of  which  had  its  own 
embellishments  and  decorations  most  gorgeous 
and  grand.  At  the  change  of  the  season,  he 
also  changed  his  palace  accordingly.  But, 
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despite  all  these  changes,  he  soon  became  weary 
of  everything.  The  gardens  that  had  pleased  his 
fancy  most  lost  all  their  charm  and  seemed  merely 
commonplace  to  his  over-satiated  eyes.  Again  he 
began  to  grow  tired  of  existence.  ^‘When  hope  is 
realised  Tis  hope  no  more.^^  Really  there  is  no 
end  to  human  covetousness.  The  courtiers  and 
servants  exhausted  their  stock  of  wit  and  had  not 
the  faintest  idea  how  to  please  him.  So  one  day 
they  assembled  in  a large  hall  to  consult  how  to 
satisfy  their  king.  This  act  of  putting  their  brains 
together  worked  out  sometimes  more  foolish  results 
than  wise,  as  may  everywhere  be  seen  even  in 
these  latter  days.  Foolish  or  wise,  they  wrought 
out  a resolution.  And  one  of  the  assembly,  the 
highest  among  them,  was  chosen  to  present  it 
to  the  king  and  the  rest  followed  him.  And  they 
all  proceeded  to  the  kings’s  chamber. 


THE  PILLOW  OF  DRELMS 


195 


As  ceremony  required,  they  knelt  in  the  corridor 
kowtowing  three  times,  softly  tapping  the  floor 
with  their  foreheads.  This  announced  their  coming, 
and  the  door  was  opened  to  them.  They  crawled 
on  their  bended  knees  within  the  cha.mber. 

‘‘O  highest  and  greatest  king,^^  cried  the  chosen 
one,  bowing  still  lower,  and  the  rest  repeated 
what  he  said  under  their  breath,  ^^your  servants^ 
most  profound  greeting  to  you  this  fair  morning/^ 
^^What  have  ye  brought  to  amuse  me  this 
morning  was  his  august  demand.  am  quite 

tired  of  everything  round  me.’’ 

‘^You  are  really  too  great,  Divine  Lord,  to  be 
pleased  with  things  of  this  earth,”  replied  the 
chosen  one,  “as  you  also  rule  the  heavens.”  The 
rest  rejoined,  “Ay,  ay,  sire,  you  are  the  greatest 
king  who  rules  the  heavens  and  the  earth.” 

Roso,  the  king,  was  quite  pleased  with  this 
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flattery,  and  felt  satisfied.  know  my  power  is 

great,  he  cried,  ‘^but  how  do  ye  know  I rule 
the  heavens  also 

“We  all  know  that,  sire.  It  is  now  morning. 
See  if  you  can  not  call  out  the  moon.  We  are  all 
sure  that  you  can.  Go  to  the  window  and  beckon 
the  queen  of  the  night  with  your  fan,  she  will  not 
dare  to  disobey  your  royal  command.^' 

Thereupon  King  Roso  stood  by  the  window, 
and  raised  his  jewelled  fan  and  waved  it  a few 
times  commandingly.  Inf?tantly  the  sky  was 
darkened  and  soon  the  evening  star  appeared. 
The  morning  light  fled  away  giving  place  to  the 
evening.  Gradually  the  clear  blue  sky  turned  to 
a sparkling  galaxy  of  stars.  Soon  the  moon 
appeared  to  lighten  the  night  with  her  effulgence. 
The  king  almost  overwhelmed  with  rampant  joy 
to  see  his  own  mightiness,  commanded  a feast, 
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the  grandest  feast  that  they  had  ever  had.  The 
palaces  were  illuminated  and  music  sounded 
melodiously  throughout  them  all.  The  king  drank, 
and  so  did  all  his  courtiers.  The  ladies  danced  in 
their  flowing  garments,  glittering  with  jewels,  and 
swayed  their  graceful  figures,  keeping  time  to  the 
music,  and  made  in  their  twirlings  and  combinings 
a picture  of  enchantment.  The  courtiers  joined 
the  dance  and  as  they  stepped  out  sang  songs  in 
fulsome  praise  of  their  king.  Roso  looked  at  them 
much  pleased.  He  was  greatly  fascinated  by  the 
passing  and  repassing  of  the  dancers.  Forgetting 
his  dignity  he  tried  to  join  them.  He  tottered  a 
few  steps  and  then  fell  down,  for  he  was  filled 
with  too  much  wine.  He  tried  to  stand  up,  but 
in  vain,  since  he  was  overtaken  by  the  great 
drowsiness  that  usually  comes  after  much  strong 
drink.  Amidst  the  merriment  of  his  nobles,  he 
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stretched  himself  out  upon  the  floor  of  the  great 
hall,  and  immediately  fell  into  a deep  sleep. 


Presently  the  great  Roso  awoke  from  his 
slumber,  but  found  himself  not  in  the  luxurious 
palace  hall  in  which  he  had  vainly  tried  to  dance, 
but  in  the  humble  dwelling  of  the  sage  who  had 
just  finished  cooking  his  rice. 

‘‘You  seem  to  have  enjoyed  a good  rest,’’  said 
the  sage  kindly,  “You  are  welcome  to  share  my 
supper  with  me,  though  there  may  be  no  dainty 
to  please  you.” 

“I  cannot  understand,”  replied  the  bewildered 
youth,  rubbing  his  wondering  eyes,  “I  canliot 
believe  myself  to  be  placed  in  a hut  like  this.” 

“Oh,  well,”  responded  the  old  man  indifferently, 
“you  came  to  my  dwelling  not  more  than  half  an 
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hour  ago,  and  you  seemed  very  tired,  and  so 
talked  rather  unmeaningly.  You  remember  now, 
don't  you  ? I lent  you  a pillow  that  you  might 
rest  a while." 

Then  Roso  began  to  realize  vslowly  how  he  had 
come  to  be  in  that  house,  and  why  he  had  come 
from  his  far-away  home,  seeking  this  sage. 

‘‘By  the  virtue  of  the  pillow  I lent  you,"  the 
sage  continued  slowly,  “you  now  come  to  know 
what  is  luxury  and  wealth  and  even  power. 
Their  endurance  how  short! —no  longer  than  it 
takes  to  cook  my  rice.  They  fade  away  in  no 
time  as  the  tints  on  the  wings  of  a butterfly. 

Poor  Roso  took  his  leave  next  day  and  wended 
his  solitary  way  back  to  his  southern  home. 
Whether  the  lad  fully  understood  the  kind  admoni- 
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tion  of  the  sage,  or  not,  no  one  ever  heard  of 
this  young  man  again. 


THE  END 
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